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MODERN POEMS. 
——————— 
The Pig. A Tale. 


OME huſbands on a winter day, 
Were met to laugh their ſpleen away; 

As wine flows in, and ſpirits rife, 
They praiſe their conſorts to the ſkies. 
Obedient wives are ſeldom known, 
Yet all could anſwer for their own, 
Acknowledg'd each as ſovereign lord, 
Abroad, at home, in deed, and word; 
In ſhort, as abſolute their reign, as 
Grand Seignor's over his Sultanas. 
For pride, or ſhame to be outdone, 
All join'd in the diſcourſe, but one. 
Who vex'd ſo many lies to hear, 
Thus ſtops their arrogant career. 
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"F1s mighty ſtrange, firs, what you ſay, 
What! all ſo abſolutely ſway? 
In England! where Italians wiſe 
Have plac'd the women's paradiſe? 
In London! where the ſex's flow'r 
Have of that Eden fix'd the bow'r? 
Fie! men of ſenſe to be ſo vain, 
You're not in Turkey nor in 'Spain, 
True Britons all; I'll lay my life, 
None here is maſter of his wife. 
THESE words the general fury rouſe, 
And all the common cauſe eſpouſe; 
Till one with voice ſuperior ſaid, 
(Whoſe lungs were ſounder than his head) 
I'll fend my footman inſtant home, 
"To bid his miſtreſs hither come; 
And if ſhe flies not at my call, 
"To own my pow'r before you all, 
III grant I'm henpecF'd, if you pleaſe, 
As Sh k, or as Docrates. 
HoL Þ there replies th? objector fly, 
Prove firſt that women never lie; 
Elſe words are wind—to tell you true 
I credit neither them nor you; 
No, we'll be judg'd a ſurer way, 
By what they do, not what they ſay. 
I'll hold you ſeverally that boaſt, 
A. ſupper at the loſer's coſt, 
That if you'll but vouchſafe to try | 
A trick Þ'1l tell you by and by; £1 | 
Send ſtraight for every wife quite round, 
One mother's daughter is not found, 
But w hat before her huſband's face 
Point blank his orders obeys: 
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To this they one and all conſent, | | 
The wager's laid, the ſummons went. 

ME an while he this inſtruction gives, 
Pray only gravely tell your wives, 

Your will and pleaſure is Yinvite 
Theſe friends to a boil'd pig to-night. 
The commoner the trick has been, 

The greater chance you have to win; 
The treat is mine if they refuſe, 

But if they boil it then I loſe, 

Tre firſt, to whom the meſſage came, 
Was a well born and haughty dame; N 
A ſaucy independent She, 7 
With jointure, and with pin- money, a 7 
Secur'd by marriage - deeds from wants, | 4 
Without a ſeparate maintenance. I» 
Her loftineſs diſdain'd to hear, 

Half thro' her husband's meſſenger, 

But cut him {hort—with, How dare he, 
Mong pot-companions mention me? 
He knows his way (if ſober) home, 
And if he wants me, let him come 

Tais anſwer, haſtily return'd, 
Pleas'd all, but him whom it concern'd, 
For each one thought his wite, on trial, 
Would brighter ſhine by this denial. 

Taz ſecond, was a lady gay, 

Who lov'd to viſit, dreſs and play, 

To ſpark it in the box or ring, 

And dance on birth nights for the king; 
Whoſe head was buſy wont to be 

With ſomething elſe than cookery. 

She hearing of her husband's name, 
Tho' much a gentlewoman, came; 
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When half inform'd of his requeſt, 

A diſh, as he deſir'd it, dreſt, 
Quoth madam, with a ſerious face, 
(Without enquiring what it was) 

You can't ſure for an anſwer loox 
Sir, do you take me for your cook? 
But I muſt haſte a friend to ſee, 
Who ſtays my coming for her tea. 

So ſaid, that minute out ſhe flew—— 
What could the ſlighted husband do? 
His wager loft, muſt needs appear; 
For none obeythat-will not hear. 


Tk next, for houſewifery renown'd, 


A woman notable was own'd, 
Who hated adleneſs and airs, 

And minded family affairs; 

Expert in every thing was ſhe, 

At needle-work, or ſurgery: 
Fam'd for her liquors far and near, 
From richeſt cordials to ſmall beer; 
'To ſerve a feaſt ſhe underſtood, 

In Engliſh or in foreign mode 


What e'er the wanton taſte could chooſe, 


In kickſhaws, ſauces, or ragoos; 

She ſpar'd for neither coſt nor pain, 
Her welcome gueſt to entertain. 

Her husband fair accoſts her thus: 

To- night theſe friends will ſup with us, 
She anſwer'd with a ſmile, my dear, 
Yout friends are always welcome here. 
But we defire a pig, and pray 
You'll boil it; —boil it! did you ſay? 
I hope you'll give me leave to know 
My buſineſs better, Sir, than ſo: 
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Why, ne'er in any book was yet 
Found ſuch a whimſical receipt: 
My drefling none need be afraid of 
But ſuch a diſh was never heard of. 
III roaſt it nice, but ſhall not boil it, 
Let thoſe who know no better, ſpoil it. 
— Her husband cry'd, for all my boaſt, 
I own, the wager's. fairly loſt. 
And other wives, beſides my love, 
Or I'm miſtaken much, may prove 
As chargeable as this to me, 
To ſhew their pride in houſewifery. 

Now the poor wretch that next him fat, 
Felt his own heart go pit-a-pat: 
For well he knew his ſpouſe's way, 
Her fpirit brook'd not to obey; 
And never yet was in the wrong— 
He told her with a trembling tongue, 
Where, and on what his friends would feaſt, 
And how the dainty ſhou'd be dreſt. 
—To-night, quoth (in a paſſion) ſhe? 
No, Sir, to-night it cannot bez 
And was it a boil'd pig you faid ? 
You and your friends ſure are not mad. 
The kitchen is the proper ſphere, 
Where none but females ſhould appear, 
And cooks their orders, by your leave, 
Always from miſtreſſes receive. 
Boll it! was ever ſuch an aſs? 
I pray, what wou'd you have for ſauce? 
If any ſervant in my pay 
Dare dreſs a pig that filly way, 
In ſpite of any whim of yours, 
Ell turn her quickly out of doors. 
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For no ſuch thing, (nay never frown) 
Where J am miſtreſs, ſhall be done. 
Each woman wiſe her husband rules; 
Paſſive obedience is for fools. 

TRIs caſe was quickly judg'd; behold! 
A fair one of a ſofter mould; 

Good humour ſparkled in her eye, 
And unaffected pleaſantry; 

So mild and ſweet ſhe enter'd in, 
Her ſpouſe thought certainly to win; 
(Pity ſuch golden hopes ſhould fail) 
Soon as ſhe heard th' appointed tale, 
My dear, I know not, I proteſt, 
Whether in earneſt or in jeſt, 

So ſtrange a ſupper you demand, 
Howe'er, Pl not diſputing ſtand, 
But do it freely as you bid it, 
Prove but that ever woman did it. 

THis cauſe, by general conſent, 
Was loſt for want of precedent. 

Thus each deny'd a ſeveral way; 
But all agreed to diſobey. 

ONE only dame did yet remain, 
Who downright honeſt was, and plain. 
If now and then her voice ſhe tries, 
Tis not for rule, but exercife. 
Unus'd her lord's commands to ſlight, 
Yet ſometimes pleading for her right. 
She made herlittle wiſdom go, 
Farther than wiſer women do, 

Her huſband tells her, looking grave, 
A. roaſting pig I boil'd would have; 
And to prevent all pro and con, 

I mult infiſt to have it done. 
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Says ſhe, my deareſt ſhould your wife, 
Get a nick name to laſt for life? 

H you reſolve to ſpoil it, do; : 

But then I hope you'll eat it too. 

For tho? tis boil'd to hinder ſquabble, 

J ſhall not, will not fit at table. 

She ſpoke, and her good man alone 
Found he had neither loſt nor won. 

So fairly parted ſtakes : The reſt 

Fell on the wag that caus'd the jeſt, 

« Would your wife boil it? let us ſee.” 
Hold there you did not lay with me. 
You'll find in ſpight of all you've boatied, 
Your pigs are fatted to be roaſted. 

The wager's loſt, no more contend ; 

But take this counſel from a friend: 
Boaſt not your empire, if you prize it; 
For happieſt he who never tries it. 
Wives unprovoked beſt obey, 

And that you'll find the fafeſt way. 

But if your dear once take the field; 
Reſolve at firſt to win or yield; 

For heaven no medium ever gave, 
Between a ſovereign and a flave.. - 
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GC 
| The Lyar: Ax Heroic Tale. 


EMOTE from cities in a country town, 

There liv'd an honeſt, but an hapleſs clown, | 

Hap'leſs indeed! for if report is true, 

'Th* unhappy man was wedded to a ſhrew, 

And what perptex'd th' ill-fated ſpouſe the more, 

He fear'd from reaſon, that ſhe was a whore. 

How hard his lot! who thus a wife doth wed, 

At once to ſtun his ears, and load his head. 

How many worthy heads deſerve our pity 

But cuſtom ſmothers evils in the city. 

Bor to our tale——The muſe each name con- 
trives, lee © 

The huſband's Jaſper, Dorcas was the wife's. 

Fach day gallants came ſwarming to his houſe; 

Each day ſhe riots her unanſw'ring ſpouſe; 

Who feels he ſuffers by th' unruly dame, 

At home in ſubſtance, and abroad in fame. 

He ſtrives to guard his honour, and his coſt; 

But gentle admonition is but loſt; 

Good words he finds are thrown away in vain, 

Then bad he uſes, then but bad again. 

Now fully bent to ſtop this growing evil, 

He plots to undermine this wily devil; 

Each lover at th' accuſtom'd hour he watches, 

Fix'd to diſmember ev'ry one he catches. 

Fruitleſs refolve ! his bus'neſs he neglects, 

And ſtrives in vain to track the wary ſex. 

dhe {ends to each gallant her private reaſons, 

Why love muſt be deferr'd to proper ſeaſons. 
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Thus all the husband's labour'd ſchemes diſ- 
jointed, 

And thus his cunning aims are diſappointed. 

Yet. ſo it is, that time or chance betrays 

A hundred luckleſs things, a hundred ways, 

Twas on a day, when bus'neſs call'd the clown. 

Twenty long. miles t' a diſtant market town, 

Abroad he goes, at early morning light, 

And bid her not expect him home at night. 

Dorcas could ne'er let ſlip ſuch fair occaſion, 

But ſends a kind gallant an invitation. 

He comes, he treats, when ſhe for freſh delight 

Diſmiſs'd one lover, for a new at night. 

Mean time jogg'd Jaſper, on his hobbling * 

A ſecond Roſinante, a ſorry ſteed! 

Againſt whoſe ſides full oft the ſpur was play *% 

And croſs his buttocks laſh repeated laid. 

But e'er on's journey he had rode half way, 

Tir'd on the road the panting courſer lay: 

His eaſy amble having quite forgot, 

Nor laſh cou'd make him re- aſſume the trot. 

Here then he leaves him, not too good to loſe, 

And then his journey on his feet purſues. 

Now Jaſper was on neighbour's errand ſent, 

To pay his landlord certain ſums of rent: 

Full fifteen pounds were in his pocket told, 

No matter which, in filver. or in gold. 

True ſays the proverb, as myſelf have known,. 

That one misfortune ſeldom comes alone. 

Twas ſo with Jaſper, ſcarce his horſe was ſpent, 

But robbers came and robb'd him of his rent. 

He would have fought, but thinking, as I'm told, 

His bones were his, and that was not the gold: 

He gave it calmly up, nor further car'd ; | 

But homeward ſomewhat penſive back repair'd? 
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Thus as he travelbd, duſky night came on, 

Or dark it was, or lighted by the moon. 

But to the muſe mdulgent pardon ſhow, 

She cannot tell you—what ſhe does not know. 
But this we're told, that e'er he reach'd his home, 
The doleful midnight hour of twelve was come: 
Much he's ſurpriz'd, at ſuch a time to catch 
The door unbolted, ſhutting on the latch. 
Dorcas too buſy with her lover's charms, 

Ne'er thought of doors, but flept within his arms: 
Now ſell ſuſpicions dart in Jaſper's brain, 

Tho' glad fo opportune he's home again. 

He creeps, and liſtens at the chamber door, 

And overhears two ſleeping noſes ſnore : 

'Fhen from his pocket drew a ſwinging knife, 
Reſolv'd to ſtab the lover, or the wife. 

But ſtopt to think before he ventur'd on, 

It aught could better in the caſe be done. 

Now fear uſurp'd a place in Jaſper's breaft, 

And thus returning reafon doth ſuggeſt. 

| Suppoſe I wreak my vengeance, then may I 
Perhaps for murder on the gallows die; 

Or on the lover only, then my wife 

Would fooner take away than ſpare my life. 

Or if on both, I know not how to doubt 

That proverb, Murder ſome odd time will out. 
Thus reas'ning, vengeance he deferr'd till morn, 
Softly retir'd, and ftroak'd each budding thorn. 
At neighbour's houſe he ſpends the latter night, 
Home to return before the morning light. 

At early day he thunders a: his door, 

But the gallant was ris'n, and gone before. 
From her ſoft ſleep the treach'rous Dorcas wakes, 
And thro? the broken pane Y the caſement ſpeaks, 
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As tho' ſo chaſte, in th? abſence of her ſpouſe 
She could admit no foul into the houſe. 
Who's at the door? pray tell me who you are? 
"Tis I, quoth Jaſper, I your huſband dear. 
Then up ſhe gets, ſeems glad that he is come, 
And with a Judas kiſs he's welcom'd home. 

| Jaſper moſt men in temper did excel, 

But when provok'd, could wield a cudgel well: 
Enrag'd to ſee his ſpouſe her treachery, 

Crics, Dorcas, who to night did with you lie? 
None, jealous monſter, with a toſs ſhe cries. . 
And all her temper lightens in hereyes. 

Aha! cries Jaſ. (regardleſs of her brow) 

My loving, faithful ſpouſe, I've caught you now. 
'Thus fully bent on-taming of the ſhrew, a 
His words were ſcarce precedent to a blow. 
In's hand he held a knotted taper crab, 

With which he ſmartly Iac'd the jilting drab. 
Aloud ſhe bawl'd, and begg'd him to refrain, 
But ſtill he laſh'd, and till the begg'd in vain: : 
When as it hap'd, in middle of the fray 

A brother clown (that chanc'd to paſs that way) 
Ben was his name, came in to part the ſtrife 
And aſk'd why Jaſper thus abus'd his wife? 
Why? Ben, cries Jaſper, doſt thou aſk me why?? 
Then laſh'd again, I've caught her in a lie. 

Is lying then alone? quoth Ben, the cauſe 

Of all this noiſe, and wond'rous waſte of blows 2? : 
No-. - not alone, quoth Jaſper, honeſt Ben, 

It is becauſe ſhe lies with----other men. 
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Are so- N e be c crx, r Wee 
The Leaky Veſſel. 


Had ſometime kept a pretty maid, 

Whom to debauch he oft had try'd, 
But had as often been deny'd; 
Fair promiſes at firſt were us'd, 
But firſt with ſcorn the girl refus'd; 
Nor could his coin prevail upon her, _ _. 
To ſell her love, or wound her honour. 
Old Hirco thought he ne'er could do't, 
And ſo gave o'er the vain purſuit. 

Hirco had all his life been one, 
They call a boon companion; 
And in his houſe had always liquor 
To entertain the ſquire or vicar, 
From bottled ale to good French claret, 
And ſtout ſo ſtale, no head could bear it; 
Man's greateſt fin he often ſaid, 
Was ſneaking ſoberly to bed; 
Believ'd that parting dry-lips was 
Of Sodom's fire the fatal cauſe; 
Hell's torments he did really think, 
Not ſcorching flames, but want of drink: 
He made it plain from ſacred writ, 
That wine was for the ſtomach fit; 
And therefore he, for conſcience ſake, 
A hearty doſe would often take. 
But when enflam'd with generous liquor, 
His pulſe beat high, and blood mov'd quicker : 
Then fancy brought into his arms, 
His wench dreſs'd up in all her charms; 


His an old, but am'rous blade, 
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Her ruddy cheeks, her well-turn'd noſe, 
Her little mouth, her eyes like ſloes; 
Her leſs'ning ſhape, her ſwelling bubbies, 
Her lily hand, and lips of rubies; 
A thouſand beauties yet unſeen, 
That might have tempted ſaints to ſin; 
Made Hirco wiſh he durſt renew, 
Th' attack he once had made on Sue: 
What pity *tis, he often ſaid, 
So ſweet a wench ſhould die a maid; 
That Sukey ſhould) and who can. tell 
But that ſhe might) lead apes in hell: 
But Sue moſt bravely had withſtood 
His firſt attacks, and call'd him lewd. 
And filthy beaſt, and often ſwore, 
She. would not ſtay a moment more, 
For all his gold beneath his roof, 
If &er he talk'd his fooliſh ſtuff. 
Aw'd by her threats old Hirco ſtrove: 
To baniſh his ill-fated love. | 

IT happen'd: an a certain night, 
That Hirco did ſome friends invite; 
About the time when o'er the nation, 
Roaſt beef and minc'd pies were in faſhion. 
The fparkling glaſs went briſkly round, 
Each toper bravely ſtood his ground; 


And ſwore, he wiſh'd that heaven's thunder, 
Wou'd ſtrike him dead, if he knock'd under. 


The godly p—ri—n, who was there, 
Said Amen to the hearty prayer. 
T” expel the rawneſs of the beer, 


And keep from phlegms their ſtomaehs clear; 


Each made a chimney of his noſe, 
And clouds of ſmoke around them roſe, 
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The ſmoke the upper regions gain'd, 

And round the brain the cloud remain'd. 
Bur now 'twas late, the watchful cock, | 

Had long ſince crow'd it twelve o'clock. 

And each man thought, though none had grace: 

To own it, bed the proper place. | 

Here one extended on the floor, 

In liquor ſwam, yet call'd for more; 

A ſecond ſwallow'd whilſt he cou'd, 

But at the laſt went out and ſpu'd; 

Another roar'd and hoop'd aloud, , 

A fourth reel'd round the room, and vow'd;. 

In ſpite of Hirco's old October, 

G—d da da d—mn him he was ſober. 

Moſt of the reſt to fleep began, 

Amongſt em there was ſcarce a man 

Had ſtrength, but Hirco and the p—rſ—n,, 

Their ſtools upright to ſet their arſe on. 

With grief the maſter of the feaſt 

Beheld the ſtate of ev'ry gueſt; 

He wiſh'd he could with all his heart, 

New vigour to em all impart; 

My friends, ſaid he, come let us cheer up, 

And briſkly- take the other cup; 

A plague, what makes you all ſo dull? 

J han't got half a belly full; 

Rouſe up for ſhame, my jolly boys, 

Be merry, fing, and make a noiſe; 

I've in my cellar now a tub, 

Believe me, friends, of charming bub; 

To keep it longer would be folly, 

PI pierce it now, and we'll be jolly; 

He faid, and riſing on his legs, 

Takes up a piercer, cuts ſome pege, 
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Seizes a tankard; thus equipt, 
Down ſtairs into the cellar ſlipt. 
Op Hirco's maid, *twixt hope and fear, a 
Her maſter's laſt diſcourſe did hear. 
For though ſhe kept her body chaſte, 
And love unlawful would not taſte, 
Yet the poor girl was often dry, 
And lov'd good liquor by the bye; 
And when old Hirco was without, 
She'd to the tub, pull vent-pin out; * 
And with a ſtraw the cunning gypſy 4 
Would ſometimes ſuck, till ſhe was tipſy; 
And as ſhe never choſe the worſt, 
This tub had often quench'd her thirſt. 
But now ſhe found the time was come, 
T' acquit her, or pronounce her doom: 
Her maſter now muſt miſs his drink, 
Or elſe, to-morrow, he would think 
His crew had, what was miſſing, drank, 
And ne'er miſtruſt his Sukey's prank: 
Not dreaming, that by frequent vent, 
'The ſpirit of the beer was ſpent; 
And that 'twould be but poor and flat; 
But ſhe, poor foul, ne'er thought of that. 
Mean while the buſy honeſt drunkard, 
Had with it fill'd a ſwinging tankard ; 
And from the cellar making haſte, 
Return'd to give his friends a taſte. 
By right divine, the learned aſs 
Muſt on the ale his judgment paſs; 
He drank a bumper, cry'd, a pox, 
This curſed beer ent orthodox; 
Took tother glaſs, and ſhook his head, 
Ofye, ſaid he, tis flat and dead- 
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As Hirco's faith was very little, 


He never could believe each tittle; 


Not ev'n. of what was given out 


To be damnation, but to doubt; 


Much leſs he credited a tale, 
Which ſo diſgrac'd his choiceſt ale. 
O ſanctity he caſt a frown, 
Then fill'd a glaſs and ſoak'd it down:. 
But how bewilder'd did.he look, 
To find that Roger. truth had ſpoke; 
He fretted, rav'd, the compaſs ſwore, 
And curs'd”till he could eurſe no more. 


The p—rſ—n cries, why here's a clatter, 


Will ſwearing, pray now, mend the matter?. 
The beer I do believe well brew'd, 

The fault's the veſſel where it ſtood; 

Or elſe the bung-hole is in fault, 

By not being ſtop'd up as it ought.. 

Cry'd Hirco, I am either blind, 

Or in a moment's time III find 

The fatal cauſe of this diſaſter —— 

Sukey went down. to light her maſter:: 
But, Lord! how ſilly did ſhe look! 


Like aſpen leaves each member ſhook,. 


And ſhe was in ſuch piteous fright, 
She ſcarce had pow'r to hold the light. 
Mr an while the don b' his nuckle found, 
The barrel gave an empty ſound: 
Surpriz'd, he cries, I. am undone, 
Good God! why, half my beer is gone. 
The p—rſ—n from above reply'd, 
Look under, and on ev'ry ſide; 
III hold a crown, if you but ſeek. 
About the tub you'll find a. leak. 
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Whilſt thus the crafty p—rſ—n faid, 
Hirco by chance look'd on his maid: 
Diſorder'd and confus'd ſhe ſtood, 


Her cheeks were red with fluſhing blood, 


And from her mafter quick ſhe turn'd. 
Cry'd Hirco, Sukey, I'll be burn'd, 

If you han't ſomeway been the ruin 
Of this my laſt October brewing; 

She trembling on her knees did fall, 
Begg'd his pardon, and told him all. 


Said he, this tale will make my friends, 


For want of liquor, ſome amends; 
Pl up and tell them all, I ſwear; 
For G---d's ſake, Sir, faid ſhe, forbear; 
Lord! is there no way to atone 

For ſuch a fault? There is but one 
That I can think of, he reply'd; 
I've often aſk'd, and you deny'd, 
A little favour, if you'll grant it, 
(And now I really think I want it) 
I'll hold my tongue; if you refuſe, 
PII up, and out it the ſtory goes. 


She paus'd, ſhe blufh'd, ſhe cry'd, but knew 


Not either what to ſay, or do. 

Mean while of kiſſing he'd his fill, 
Nor could he keep his fingers ſtill; 
One hand upon her boſom lay, 
Whilſt t'other took a different way; 
Then on a faggot-pile he laid 
The tender, yielding, lovely maid: 


The wench was buxom, plump, and ſappys. 


And fit to make a lover happy- 


WHiLsT they in am'rous tranſports lay, 


The p---r{---n wonder'd at their ſtay. 
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And aſk'd them what they were about. 

Cry'd Hirco, 2— ds, the leak's found out, 
Through which my nectar daily flows: 

Be ſure, ſaid Roger, ſtop it cloſe. 

FlI try, ſaid he, but, on my ſoul, 

It is a dev'liſh ſwinging hole. 


A BRL RI RS ie N of 
The Merry Monarch; or Knighthood a Feſt. 


HEN good king Jemmy wore the Bris 

tiſh crown, 

. pleaſant jeſt ſor higheſt wit went down: 

pun, a quibble, a conandrum quaint, 

Oft made a biſhop of a man no ſaint. 

Smart repartees paſs'd all for ſterling coin, 

And wit was then as unrefin'd as wine, 

'The king himſelf, ſo reſt his merry ſoul, 

Could crack his joke nor would his mitth con- 

troul; 

But laugh full hearty if the jeſt was keen, 

* Nor could the care of kingdoms give him ſpleen. 
Tn vs: ſtory tells aas he rode out one day, 

To chaſe the flag, he loft, by chance, his way: 

The courtiers eager, ſcour the ſpacious field, 

While duty there did unto pleaſure yield. 

Alone king Jemmy, with his uſual grace, 

Kept ſtepping onward in a common pace, 

Till near two clowns he came, who work'd full 

hard, | 


Hedging a cloſe, behind a farmer's yard. | 
They ſpy'd the king, and from his aukward mien, 
Thought he ſome needy northern laird had been. 
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Coed men (quoth he)— and then he made his 
bow, 

Ken ye the way the nobles rode juſt now? 

My buſineſs leads me unto our king James. 

I know him not in troth (quoth one) It ſeems 

He only minds His countrymen, while we 

Labour thus hard to furnith out their glee. 

Ride on (quoth t'other) man, you'll find him out, 

Surrounded by a gaudy Scottiſh rout: 

Fear not thy fortune, Jemmy loves a loon, 

And thou'rt ſome ſtarving knight that wants a boon. 

WEEL fare ye (quoth the king) and o my 

weard, 

Geud character ye to your prince affeurd; 

And Iſe wat weel, it all gangs to his ear; 


Why then (quoth Dick) for once the truth he'll 


hear. 

So ſaying, to a grove that lay i in | Gobe, 
On rode the king, and there thought fit to light; 
Out-ſtretch'd his royal limbs upon the place, 
And ſlept full ſweetly on the verdant graſs; 
No policies of ſtate diſturb his mind, 
But that good prince ſnor'd loud as any hind, 
Until the chace was o'er, a ſtag was dead, 
When duty found a place in courtier's head : 
Nor had the noble train long ſought their lord, 
Ere faſt they found him on the gay green-ſword,. 
Haſty they then from reeking courſes ſpring, 
While, with a ſmile, up-roſe the jocund king. 

Mr lords (quoth he) as you rid yonder by, . 
Did you not, hedging, twa auld Carles ſpy, 
In leather doublets clad ? My liege, we did 


(Quoth one)——Sce then (ſaid he) them hither 
lead. 
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Strait they obey'd, and, as they dragg'd each clown, 
Ods me (quoth Dick to Ralph) we're both undone, 
Yon man we took for ſome poor begging knight, 
Is the king s grace. Ods fiſh (quoth N 
you're right. 
We ſhall be hang'd—what will beeome of Sue! 
She'll pine to death And ſo will Marg'ry too. 
THEM at a diſtance when the monarch ſpy'd, 
He took the whynward from his martial ſide; 
Behind him on the ground its point he ſtay'd, 
As not much caring to ſurvey the blade. 
Low on their knees the trembling wretches craw], 
And ſweat with fear their heads ſhould lower fall. 
Your names (quoth Jemmy) in an angry tone; 
Mine is poor Dick Mine Ralph, a ſorry clown! 
Weel (quoth the king) and gave their necks a ſtrap, 
Sir Ralph, Sir Richard, ye may both get up: 
Now knights ye are, and e' my foul I ween, 
Twa peurer knights in Scotland ne'er were ſee. 
A loud applauſe the fawning crowd expreſs'd, 
To ſee two titles go to make one jeſt. 
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The Country Juſtice. 


— 


OR John, a country magiſtrate, 
& Of good round belly, hob'ling gait, 
Well known at ev'ry merry meeting, 
Fam'd both for juſtice and for eating; 
Was molt ſevere, as Rories tell us, 
Againſt the younger, ſprightly fellows: 
When frolicſome (for boys are wild) 


They chanc'd to get the maids with child; 


Would ſternly take the cauſe in hand, 
And both the parties reprimand, 
With utmoſt rigor would enforce 

The rigid laws that came in courſe, 
Nor ever in the leaſt excuſe 

That ſlight faux pax ſo much in uſe: 


And yet by ſome 'twas ſhrewdly thought, 


That he himſelf was ſometimes naught; 
For by the neighbours was it ſaid, 

He was familiar with the maid ; 

But ſtrangely time brings things about, 
As murder ſome odd time will out: 
And ſo it hap'd, one luckleſs night, 
When love unuſual fir'd the knight; 
His poſt ſo boldly he maintain'd, 

The fatal proofs of it remain'd; 


For ſcarce four months were gone and paſt, 


E'er Betty ſwell'd about the waiſt; 

But warn'd before of this diſaſter, 

The fearful wench inform'd her maſter; 
Who (as it is the ſinner's way 


To put far off the evil day) 
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Neglects her till fo large it made her, 
That to the neighbours it betray'd her. 
Now good Sir John began to ſtir, 

And tremble for his character; 

Adviſes Betty, full of care, 

The baſtard not on him to ſwear ; 

That if ſhe'Il put diſgrace aſide, 

He'll for the child and her provide. 

Betty, whoſe conſcience wond'rous nice is, 
Was puzzled in this ſhameful crifis: 

But truth beyond her virtue prizes, 

And th' offer ſecretly defpiſes; 

Yet, as her circumſtances lay, 

Conjectur'd 'twas the wiſeſt way, 
Reſentment and her thoughts to ſmother, 
And ſay ſhe'll lay it on another. 

The knight thus eas'd, commits each whore, 
And ſcolds with juſtice as before; | 
And though oft told of Betty's failing, 
Pretends to diſbelieve their railing, 

Till time run on, and Betty grew, 

So large to each impartial view, 

That now the danger was the ſame, 
Againſt the cautious knight's good name; 
When now, to keep his fame, he thought 
And order'd Betty to be brought. 

The quorum ſat, the bluſhing wench, 

In public ſtood before the bench. 

Sir John, who thought himſelf ſecure, 
Began to thunder out his pow'r, 

Demands aloud, who had beguil'd 

Th' unhappy maid, and got the child: 

The book's held out, who ſtoops to kiſs it, 
And if I muſt diſcloſe whoſe is it, 


MODERN POE MM S. 23 
She cry'd, that hath my truth beguil'd, 
Sir John was father to the child. 
Now ſudden grief, ſurprize, and ſhame, 
O'erwhelm the knight, and blaſt his fame, 
The tale each ſland'rous tongue reveals, 
And ſwells the ſtory as it tells; | 
To truth they add a thouſand lies, 
And ſhame increaſes as it flies. 
Girls now unpuniſh'd ſtain the gown, 
And baſtards ſwarm throughout the town, 
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The Power of Scolding, a wonderful Tale, by 
Fack Lovefun. 


| N reading o'er your proclamation, 

. My pate was fill'd with expeCtation, 
That ſomething vaſtly odd would follow, 
Penn'd by the ſcribblers of Apollo; 

Your book I bought, cut leaves aſunder, 
Thought each contain'd ſome mighty wonder, 
Something poetic and uncommon, 

As how to tame the tongue of woman; 

But after all my plague in hunting, 

The wiſh'd-for wonder {till was wanting. 
Friend Benedict has got a wife, 

Whoſe hand he took to fweeten life, 

Her father gave her ſtore of gold, 

Her mcther learnt her how to ſcold, 

In this ſhe has ſuch progreſs made, 

To be quite miſtreſs of the trade: 

Betty one Cay was waſhing up 
The china, and the broke a cup, 
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Her lady heard the pieces clatter, 

And ſtraight ran in to know the matter; 
The broken cup, the miſchief ſhowing, 
Soon ſet her wond'rous clack a-going, 
It went ſo very loud and clear, 

The ſervants left the room for fear. 
But as they frighten'd ran away, 

One touch'd her little lap-dog, Tray, 
The cur ſhriek d out, the heard the noiſe, 
With double fury Tais'd her voice; 

The tables, china, chairs and glaſſes, 
All animated, left their places; 
Things ſcarcely moy'd from year to year, 
Skipp'd through the room, as if for fear ; 
The ſcene was mighty odd and droll, 
To ſee one after t'other roll: 

The room near empty, ſhe till ſcolding, 
Stun'd Benedict awhile beholding, 


Who begg'd, at laft, her tongue ſhe'd ſtay, 


For fear the houſe fhould run away: 

Juſt then were ſtalking through the room, 
The mops, the bruſhes, and long broom, 
She took the latter, broke his head, 
And laid poor Benedict for dead. 

He, motionleſs, in bloody plight, 

Soon put his Peggy in a fright, 

Not becauſe ſhe'd her huſband loſt, 

But leſt her neck ſhould pay the coſt; 
Security was needful next, 

For which the on this project fixt: 

Juſt o'er his head a ham there hung, 
Which had kept motion with her tongue; 
On ſeeing that ſuſpended ſwing, 

And only faſten'd by a ſtring, 
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She thumpt it till it tumbled down, q 
And laid it by him on the ground. 
Then, throwing by the guilty broom, 
She ran diſtracted round the room, 
Wringing her cap from off her head, 
And ſcreaming out, He's dead, he's dead!” 
The ſervants heard her ſpeak of death, 
Came running in, all out of breath ———— 
Juſt then to his ſhe laid her cheek, | 
And, bubling, cry'd, “ My heart will break, 
« Ah! cruel ham, thus to deſtroy, 
* My dear, dear huſband, life and joy; 
© Where is the wretch; O tell me where, 
„That plac'd the ham to kill my dear? 
«© Oh! could 1 bring him back to life, 
* I'd be the kind indulgent wife. 
* But that's a wiſh the gods deny, 
* Nor will they with him let me die. 
«« Since tears of grief for ever muſt 
“Flow from my eyes, I will be juſt 
© To this dear man, nor ever name 
« A foible that ſhall hurt his fame. 
& I cannot now a loſs ſuſtain, 
That e'er will give me cauſe for pain 
| © Since he is gone I lov'd moſt dear, 
There's nothing left that merits care.“ 

THr1s ſpoke, ſhe from the room was led, 
And ſtraight conducted up to bed; 
There fell into a ſound repoſe, 
And in the morning early roſe; 
Sent John to call the mantua-maker, 
The mercer, taylor, undertaker ; 
They ſoon obey'd the me ſſage ſent, 
Got orders, and away they went, 
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To make all ready, that were fit, 
To lay her huſband in the pit. 
All things were finiſh'd in great haſte, 
And in the coffin he was plac'd; 
His wife had fix'd morrow day, 
To put his carcaſe in the clay; 
Which certainly had been his fate, 
But for the thing FH now relate; 
She told her boy (whoſe name was Page) 
To feed poor Poll, and clean the cage; 
He, with the parrot went to play, 
And let the pris'ner fly away. 
When this was to his miſtreſs told, 
She did ſo ſtamp! ſo rave! ſo ſcold! 
Wiſh'd things inhuman to the boy, 
And vow'd the wou'd the houſe deſtroy! 
The ſervants, goods, and what were near, 
Abſconded, as before, for fear 
'The houſe it ſhook; the fires blaz'd, 
Her huſband wak'd, like one amaz'd ; 
Forc'd from his wooden trunk its lid, 
And frighten'd from the priſon fled, 
Down fairs he ran, got to the door, 
His Peggy ſaw him, ſcream'd the more, 
And quickly would the houſe have ſplit, 
Had not the fell into a fit: 
The ſcolding ceas'd, the ſervants came, 
Wond'ring what had got their dame, 
Greatly frighten'd when they found 
Her ftretch'd and filent on the ground; 


Some took her hands, ſame rais'd her head, 


But all concluded ſhe was dead! 
Poor Benedict, tho? in his ſhroud, 
Was huſieſt of the fraghten'd crowd, 
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He ran for water for her face, 

But tumbled down and broke the glaſs! 

Whilſt this miſchance, he was ſupplying, 

His wife reviv'd, and fell a- crying; 

Aſtoniſh'd to behold again, 

A man ſhe had ſo lately ſlain, 

Guilt, conſcious guilt, now ttowch'd her heart, 
For acting the tyrannic part; 

Her huſband ſaw her inward pain, 

And ſaid, My dear, your tears refrain.“ . 
This tender ſpeech ſo ſtrongly wrought, | 
It from her this confeſſion brought, 

If you, my patient, 1njur'd love, 

“ Will not a guilty wife reprove, 

« My former errors I'll repent, 

And henceforth be a penitent, 

« As wife I'll ever ſtand in awe, 

„And your commands ſhall be my law.” 

This vow ſhe keeps, has left her airs, 

And now her ſpouſe the breeches wears. 


FS G O . SO eU av 
The Furniture of a Beau's Mind. 


HEN infants are born, by experience we 
find, 


With ideas ſo few they're ſupply'd, 
That Locke has moſt juſtly reſembled their mind 
To a cabinet empty and void. 


A beau and a child may in this be compar'd; 
For his mind wou'd be quite a charte blanche, 
If you ſtrive (tho* I own the labour is hard) 
What's trifling and vain to retrench. 
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Firſt, a ſet of ſhrewd hints, inuendos, and ſlanders, 
And lies that he tells with pert face; 

A heap af ſtale phraſes, and double entendres, 
Without ſenſe to apply them in place. 


Some new faſhion'd compliments ready at hand, 
Which he learns, like a parrot, by rote; 

To bully and bluſter, with oaths at command, 
Blood, madam, I'll cut the rogue's throat: 


Four jokes and a half from Joe Miller purloin'd; + 
Six lines out of Hudibras more; 

Compoſe, if you nicely examine his mind, 
Of humour and wit his full ſtore, 


His learning juſt ſerves him to read a new ſong, 
Or chatter a ſentence of French; [wrong, 
And what-though em both he pronounces quite 

"Tis enough for his barber. and wench. 
Of Venus, and Cupid, and arrows and darts, 
His tongue never ceaſing runs on; 
„ 'Thoſe eyes, my ſweet angel, like ſwords pierce 
ourhearts, 
* Oh, cloſe them, —or elſe I'm undone!” 


Add- theſe a few ſerapes of our modern romances, 
From Grandiſon, Ramble, or Briggs; 

Three dozen at leaft of new country dances, 
With minuets, louvres, and jiggs. 


O yes! I give notice, if any one know 
More virtues than thoſe we have reckon'd ; 
Let him ſend us the name and abode of his beau, 
To add in edition the ſecond. 
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Thus accompliſh'd a captain, a knight, or a ſquire, 
How great are his merit- and charms; 
See ladies in troops his perfections admire, 
And with-extaſy ſpring to his arms; 


FF 


The Fair Nun, or Woman an Overmatch for the 


E ſage Carteſians, who profeſs 
Ourſelves ſworn foes to emptineſs, 
Aſſert, that ſouls a tip- toe ſtand 
On what we call the Pineal Gland; 
As weather- cocks on ſpires are plac'd, 
To turn the quicker with each blaſt. 
Tr1s granted, can you think it ſtrange, 
We all ſhou'd be ſo fond to change; 
Ev'n from the go- cart, till we wear 
A ſattin cap ii th' elbow -- chair? 
The follies that the child began, 
Cuſtom makes current in the man; 
And firm by livery and ſeiſin, 
Holds the fee - ſimple of his reaſon. 
But ſtill the guſts of love we find 
Blow ſtrongeſt on a woman's mind: 
Nor need I learnedly purſue | 
The latent cauſe, th' effect is true; 
For proof of which, in manner ample, 
I mean to give you one example. 
UPyon a time, (for ſo my nurſe, 
Heav'n reſt her bones! began diſcourſe; 
A lovely nymph, and juſt nineteen, 
Began to languiſh with the ſpleen. 
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She who had ſhone at balls and play, 
In gold brocade extreamly gay, 

All on a ſudden grew preciſe, 
Declaim'd againſt the growth of vice; 
A very prude in half a year; 

And moſt believ'd ſne was ſincere. 
Necklace of pearl no more ſhe wears, 
That's ſanctify'd to count her pray'rs. 
Venus, and all her naked loves, 

The reformado nymph removes; 

And Magdalen, with ſaints and martyrs, 
Was plac'd in their reſpective quarters. 
Not yet content, ſhe cou'd not bear 
The rankneſs of the public air; 

*T'was ſo infected with the vice 

Of luſcious ſongs and lovers' fighs. 

50 moſt devoutly wou'd be gone, 

And ſtrait profeſs herſelf a nun. 

A YouTH of breeding and addreſs, 
And call him Thyrſis, if you pleaſe, 
Who had ſome wealth to recompenſe 
His flender dividend of ſenſe; 

Yet cou'd, with little thought and care, 
Write tender things to pleaſe the fair; 
And then ſucceſſively did grow 

From a half-wit, a finiſh'd beau; 

(For fops thus naturally riſe, 

As maggots turn to butterflies) 

This ſpark, as ſtory tells, before 

Had held with madam an amour; 
Which he reſolving to purſue, 
ExaCtly took a proper cue; 

And on the wings of love he flies 

To lady abbeſs in diſguiſe; 
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And tells her he had bought th' advowſon | 
Of ſoul and body to diſpoſe on. 
Old ſanctity, who nothing fear'd 
In petticoats without a beard,, 
Fond of a proſelyte and fees, 
Admits the fox among the geeſe. 
Here duty, wealth, and honour prove, 
Tho' three to one, too weak for love: 
And to deſcribe the war throughout, 
Would make a glorious-piece, no doubt: 
Where mortal virtues might be ſlain, 
And riſe, and fight, and fall again; .-_ 
Love ſhou'd a bloody myrtle wear, 5 | 


And, like Camilla, fierce and fair, 
The nun ſhould charge---But I forbear. 

ALL human joys, tho' ſweet in taſting, 
Are ſeldom (more's the pity!) laſting: 
The nymph had qualms; her cheeks were pale, 
Which others thought th' effects of zeal. 
But ſhe, poor ſhe, began to doubt, 
(Beſt knowing what ſhe'd been about;) 
The marriage earneſt- penny lay 
And burnt her pocket, as we ſay. 
She now invokes, to eaſe her ſoul, 
The dagger and the poiſon'd bow]; 
And, ſelf-condemn'd for breach of vow, | 
To lofe her life and honour too, | 
Talk'd in as tragical a ftrain, as 
Your craz'd Monimias and Roxanas. 

BorT as ſhe in her cell lay ſighing, 
Diſtracted, weeping, drooping, dying, 
The fiend (who never wants addreſs 
To ſuccour damſels in diſtreſs) 
Appearing, told her he perceiv'd 
The fatal cauſe for which ſhe griev'd ; 
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But promis'd her en cavalter, 

She ſhou'd be freed from all her fear; 
And with her Thyrſis lead a life 
Devoid of all domeſtic ftrife, 

If ſhe wou'd ſign a certain ſcrawl----- 

© Ay, that ſhe wou'd, if that was all.“ 
She ſign'd, and he engag'd to do 

W hate'er ſhe pleas'd to ſet him to. 

TRE critics muſt excuſe me now; 
They both were freed, no matter how : 
For when we epic writers uſe - 
Machines, to diſengage the muſe, 

We're clean acquit of all demands, 
The matter's left in abler hands; 
And if they cannot looſe the knot, 
Shou'd we be cenſur'd? I think not. 

Tus ſcene thus alter'd, both were gay, 
For pomp and pleaſure who but they? 
Who might do ev'ry thing but pray. 
Madam in her gilt chariot flaunted, 

And Pug brought ev'ry thing ſne wanted 3 
A flave devoted to her will: 

But women will be wav'ring ſtill, 

Ev'n vice without variety . 

Their ſqueamiſh appetites will cloy. 

And having ſtoPn from lady abbeſs 

One of our merry modern rabbies, 

She found a trick ſhe thought wou'd paſs, 
And prove the devil but an aſs. 

Hrs next attendance happen'd right, 
Amidſt a moonleſs ſtormy night, 

When madam and her ſpouſe together, 
Gueis'd at'his coming by the weather. 

He came: © To-night, ſays he, I Arudge 
To fetch a heriot for a judge; 
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A gouty nine-!th'-hundred knave: 


But, madam, do you want your ſlave ? 
I need not preſently be gone, 
Becaufe the doctors have not done. 
A roſy vicar and a quack 
Repuls'd me in my laſt attack; 
But all in vain, for mine he is; 
A fig for both the faculties.” 
Tae dame produc'd a ſingle hair, 
But whence it came I cannot ſwear; 
Yet this I will affirm is true, 
It curl'd like any bottle - ſcrew. | 
Sir Nic, quoth ſhe, you know us all; 4 
We ladies are fantaſtical: | ö 
You ſee this hair.”---Yes, madam,“ --“ Pray, 
In preſence of my huſband ſtay, 
And make it ſtraight: or elſe you grant 
Our ſolemn league and covenant 
Is void in law.“ It is, I own it:“ 
And ſo he ſets to work upon it. 
Hx tries, not dreaming of a cheat, 
If wetting would not do the feat: 
And *twas, in truth, a proper notion; 
But ſtill it kept th' elaſtic motion. 
Well! more ways may be found than one, 
To kill a witch that will not drown. 
I I, quoth he, conceive its nature, 
This hair has flouriſh'd near the water. 
Tis criſp with cold, perhaps, and then 
The fire will make it ſtraight again.” 
In haſte he to the fire applies it, 
And turns it round and round, and eyes it, 
* Heigh jingo, worſe than *twas before! 
The more it warms it twirls the more.” 
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He ſtamp'd his cloven foot, and chaf'd; 
The huſband and the lady laugh'd. 

HO WE'ER, he fancy'd ſure enough, 
He ſhou'd not find it hammer- proof. 
No Cyclops e'er at work was warmer, 
At forging thunder-bolts or armour, 

Than Satan was: but all in vain; 
Again he beats—it curls again 
At length he bellow'd in a rage, 
This hair will take me up an age.“ 
This take an age!” the huſband ſwore, 
% Z—ds, Betty has five hundred more.” 
« More! Take your bond, quoth Pug adieu, 
"Tis loſs of time to ply for you.” 


AY Nor ua Par Ne Sur Pu uti 
The Royal Cuckald. . 


N fruitful Lombardy of yore, 
A beauteous prince the ſceptre bore; 
A prince, who never fail'd to move 
Each heart with envy or with love. 
As in the glaſs he did one day 
From head to foot himſelf ſurvey, 
Can any man alive, ſays he 
With ſhape and face compare with me? 
Whoe'er ſhall ſuch a perſon bring, 
Upon the honour of a king, 

May claim my favour, and depend ö | 
I'll make the charming gueſt my friend. 
A Roman knight was ſtanding by, 
And made the monarch this reply: 

Your majeſty, as I perceive, 
Is nice in beauty: give me leave 
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To fetch my brother, and you'll ſee 
None, but yourſelf, has more than he. 
But that may eaſily be try'd 
By what the ladies' hearts decide. 
If you think fit he'll gladly ſhare 
The pains you take to pleaſe the fair; 
And may, while you purſue new game, 
Solace the poor forſaken dame. 
Aſtolpho anſwer'd thereupon, 
(For ſo they calPd the royal Don) 
Your talk has made me much deſire 
To know this brother; bring the ſquire- 
The knight to fetch his brother goes; 
(Joconde we'll his name ſuppoſe.) 
Who in the country liv'd retir'd, 
Nor envy'd joys in courts admir'd ; 
Join'd to a young and charming ſpouſe: 
But whether bleſs'd in nuptial vows- 
With ſuch a mate, he beſt could tell; 
His neighbours lik'd ber paſſing well. 

H1s brother finds him, lets him know, 
He inſtantly to court muſt go; 
Where he'd be ſure to get a place, 
And make his fortune by his face. 
But then alas! this charming wife, 
Depriv'd of all the joys of life, 
Expreſs'd ſo movingly her woe, 
It griev'd his very foul to goz 
Proteſting againſt all relief, 
She ſeems to triumph in her grief, 
Puts on her tragic airs, and tries 
To draw tears from Joconde's eyes: 
And can you leave me? then wept ſhe, 
Joconde! ſo much cruelty ? 
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Ah! will you to my tender care 

The pageantry of courts prefer? 

Can you forget your faithful wiſe, 

The pleaſures of a rural life, 

That calm repoſe and peace of mind, 

Which none in crowds nor courts can find, 

Theſe flow'ry meads, where purling ſtreams 

voſten the ſoul to pleaſing dreams, 

Theſe woods which ſhade us from the heat, 

Where birds their various ſongs repeat; 

The riſing hills, the winding vales, 

And ev'ning's ſweet refreſhing gales, 

Thoſe coy receſſes of the grove, 

Thoſe ſeats of innocence and love ? 

But ah! what ſhould engage your ſtay, 

I fear moſt haſtens you away! 

You ſcorn in ſolitude to ſhine, 

And ſlight an eaſy heart like mine. 

Go, cruel man, be vain! and ſhew 

Thoſe charms, which none can boaſt but you. 
War Jocund' offer'd, to abate - _ 

Th' affliction of his loving mate, 

Our ſtory mentions not: we'll ſay 

His ſorrow took his ſpeech away; 

A method which will Beſt excuſe 

The ſquire, and diſengage my mule. 

The wife, when now with broken heart 

She ſaw him ready to depart, 

Reminding him of former bliſſes, 

And ſtifling him with tears and kiſſes, 

A bracelet gave him, as a charm 

To keep his precious life from harm. 

Take and wear this, my dear; ſays ſhe ; 

And when you ſee it, think of me. 
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An honeſt meaning body might | 

Have thought ſhe would have dy'd that night. 
WELL, Jocund' went; but on the road, 

About two leagues from his abode, 

The bracelet came into his head, 

Which he had left on ſpouſe's bed, 

As having taken there his leave; 

This ſtrange neglect he knew would grieve 

Her tender heart, and gallop'd back, 

Not knowing what excuſe to make. 

'To the dear bed in haſte he flies; 

And on his wife's chaſte boſom ſpies 

A lubbard hind; and both fo faſt 

Aſleep, as if they ſlept their laſt. 

Jocand? at firſt refolv'd they ſhould :— 

But having paus'd a-while, thought good 

To let this vile adult'ry reſt: 

And in my judgment that was beſt. 

For in ſuch nice affairs, the wiſe 

Make uſe of neither ears nor eyes. 
WHETHER 'twas wiſdom or compaſſion 

With-held the huſband's indignation, 

Or that the poet was unwilling 

To damp a merry tale, with killing; 

Baſe woman live! Joconde ſaid, 

Let thy own conſcience thee upbraid. 

He then took horſe, and left the lout 

In his wife's arms, to fnore it out. 

Still as he rode, he bore in mind 

The couple whom he left behind: 

And fretting as he ſcour'd along, 

This was the burthen of his ſong: 

Had ſome briſk wit or powder'd beau, 

Or colonel] lac'd from top to toe, 
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Or page been choſen for her uſe, 

She might have pleaded ſome excuſe: 

But after ſighing, ſwooning, ſobbing, 

Zoons, to debauch that booby Robin! 

Then ſpur'd his horſe with indignation, 

In hopes to leave behind his paſſion. 
SUCH keen reflexions on his caſe 

Had giv'n the ſquire a diſmal face. 

The ladies, when they ſaw him, ſaid, 

Lord! is the man alive or dead!- 

Is this the beautiful Narciſſus 

Was ſent for in.poſt-haſte, to kiſs us! 

Heav'ns, did you ever ſee a fellow, 

With fides ſo lank, and face ſo yellow! 

The king was pleas'd, the knight was blam'd, 

The ladies baulk'd, the ſquire aſham'd. 
JoconDE worn to ſkin and bone. 

Was yet a comely ſkeleton :. 

Andyftill one eafily. might trace 

Remains of beauty in his face: 

But wanting life, and force to fire 

The ladies' boſoms with deſire. 
SAUNT*RING one day about the court, 

In places of the leaſt reſort, | 

A door unlock'd he chanc'd to ſee, 

That open'd to a gallery; 

And from a private cloſet: there, 

Theſe tender words did over-hear: 

My life, my love, my only joy, 

My dear Courtade, my charming boy! 

Muſt I then ſtill my: vows apply 

To one ſo lovely and ſo ſhy? 

A thouſand glitt'ring beaux would fain: 

Do what you may, yet wiſh in wan. 
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When Florimel the meſſage brought 
You curs'd her, call'd her all to nought; 
And heedleſs of my am'rous rage, 
Play'd at Laſqu' net with a page, 
Rather than eaſe the fond deſires 
Of her who for your love expires. 
 Jocony' was puzzled, and one may 
Give any one at leaſt a day | 
To gueſs the nymph who humbly ſu'd- 
A. ſwain ſo ſtubborn to be woo'd.. 
Now who ſhould this Adonis be 
But the king's ugly dwarf! and ſhe, 
In whoſe embraces he was ſeen, 
The bright Aſtolpho's haughty queen! 
The crazy wainſcot was but flight, 
And at a chink let in the light: 
Where Jocond' with amazement ſaw 
Theſe tender lovers through the flaw. 
Bor did on Florimel rely, 
To be ſecure of privacy; 
But, warm'd by watching at the door, 
She too perhaps had an amour, 
Which took up all her thought and care; 
So mindful of her own affair, | 
Forgot th'importance of her poſt, 
And heedleſsly the key had loſt; 
Which Jocond' kept for future uſe, 
And pleaded thus his wife's excuſe. 
I FIND that Cupid makes his jokes 
Among the better ſort of folks: 
A royal dame for love may pine, 
And give a monarch brows like mine. 
vince ſuch a princeſs ſlights the king, 
For ſuch an ugly little thing, 
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T think my wife was leſs to blame, 

Who with a bumpkin quench'd her flame:. 
Thus having ſet his mind at peace, 

His griefs abate, his charms increaſe;. 
His hollow cheeks begin to riſe, 

\ Freſh vigour ſparkles in his eyes, 

A ſecond youth renews his face, 

And, blooms again in ev'ry grace. 

The fair with eager looks purſue 

The man they lately ſcorn'd to view: 
Tranſported with his fudden charms, 
And die to claſp him in their arms. 
Joconde having heard and ſeen 
What paſs'd. betwixt: the dwarf and queen,, 
He thought he could on no. pretence © 
Hide this ſmock-treaſon from the prince. 
But that he might the leſs diſpleaſe, 
Open'd the matter by degrees; 

And as it fell in converſation, 

Had always ready ſome quotation, 

To ſhew that heroes in all ages 

Ne'er wanted matrimonial badges, 

Dread Sir, ſays he, the proudeſt ſhees 
Make frequently ſuch ſlips as theſe; 

And many dames, of regal ſtation 

Have condeſcended to the faſhion: 
Men, fam'd for courage, wit and ſenſe, 
Have againſt horns found no defence: 
But when they had em always bore 
Their fronts as upright as before. 

The day, quoth he, I bid adieu 

To my dear ſpouſe to wait on you, 

I was convinc'd by her miſcarriage, 
'That cuckoldom 1s link'd to marriage. 
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Then did each circumſtance relate 
Of his, and of the monarch's fate. 

Tu king was fir'd: You ſeem, ſays he, 
A man of ſenſe and probity; 
Yet, tell me where I may behold 
With my own eyes what you brave told. 
He did; and plac'd him, where unſeen, 
He ſaw the dwarf upon the queen. 
Struck with the baſeneſs of the crime, 
He ſtood aſtoniſh'd for a time; 
Then ſaid, Our wives, the more's their ſhame, 
Have play'd us but a ſcurvy game: 
Yet ſince we can't what's paſt unravel, 
Let us, Joconde, both go travel; 
And try what fortune we ſhall find 
Among the reſt of womankind. 
To put in practice this deſign, | 
Change you your name, and Jil change mine. 
Great equipage would trouble bring; 
Therefore I'll quit the ſtate of king, 
Lay dull formality aſide, 
And all things equally divide. 
Barefoot I round the world will roam, 
Quoth Jocond', rather than go home, 
All that your majeſty requires, 
Is what my injur'd heart defires. 
We'll ramble, till we have forgot 
The dire effects of Hymen's knct. 

90 be it then, the king reply'd; 
But firſt a table-book provide, 
To take the names of thoſe we find 
Pliant to our defires, and kind. | 
It won't be long, I dare engage, | 
E're Italy fills ev'ry page; * 
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For ſhe that proves to beauty cold, 
Will fall by flatt'ry or by gold. 

Bork thus equipt their journey took, 
And bought a folio table- book. 
The many favours they receiv'd 
Were hard to tell or be believ'd; _ 
Each lovely nymph when they appear, 
Puts on her moft becoming air, 
And ev'ry ſtudy'd grace diſplays, * 
Happy if ſhe obtain a praiſe; 
But happier ſhe, whoſe killing-charms- 
AttraCt. the lover to her arms: 
Hearts hard as ſtone, and cold as ice, 
Grow warm and foften in a trice: 
Where'er they. come A meet-freſh prey: 
And a new face for ev'ry day: 
Round all the country ſtrole for prizes, 
And fail no May-pole nor aſſizes. 
In ev'ry town take ſpecial care 
To finith alderman and mayor. 
If at the baths, or at the wells; 
Vapours are cur'd, and belly fwells,, 
In folio- book the niceſt dame 
Is proud to regiſter her name. 
Your critick will object that! 
Break through the rules of decency; 
That dames who keep their days in ſtate, 
And wives of city magiſtrate, 
Who know themſelves of high degree, 
Will not be towz'd extempore. 
It may be ſo; but I want time 
To draw their courtſhip out in rhime. 
As to the fact, I here unfold it, 
As honeſt Arioſto told it. 
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WHEN our gallants had had their ſwing, 
And ſlak'd their thirſt at ev'ry ſpring, 
Aſtolpho cry'd we can ſubdue 
What heart ſoever we purſue: 

But, if old Galen's rule hold good, 

It is with love, as *tis with food; 

In which variety of meat 

Is apt to make one ever cat. 

We'll have a fingle difh in common, 
That is, between us both, one woman. 
Quoth Jocond' what you ſay is true 
The pretty marchioneſs will do. 

Pm not diſpos'd to have a flame, 

The king reply'd, for ſuch a dame: 

A little ſempſtreſs might be found, 
As fair as marchioneſs, and found.. 
To ſuch we need no homage pay; 

In publick walks, or at the play: 

But without making any rout, 

To ogle her, or lead her out, 
Whate'er we wiſh, may do with eaſe, 
And be in no conſtraint to pleaſe. 

JoconDe. aſk'd, what if we try 

The daughter of our landlady? 

She is a maid I dare uphold, 

In ev'ry point, tho' twelve years old;. 
Your motion's good, Aſtolpho ſaid, 
If I may have the maidenhead ;. 

This privilege at which I aim, 

Is but a fancy; let me claim 

For once, dear friend, the preference, 
Allow me here to play the prince; 

In this one ſingle branch Id ſtrive. 
To keep up my prerogative.. 
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Foconde ſaid, in ſuch-a caſe 
How, fir, can fleſh and blood give place? 
In all things elſe, I ſhall be ſtil] 
Obedient to your royal will; 
But if you pleaſe, we'll leave this cauſe 
To the deciſion of two ſtraws. 
Draw lots they did, with earneſt care, 
For this i imaginary ware; 
Joconde claim'd, in point of law, 
By virtue of the longeſt ſtraw. 

Tars little virgin being come, 
On ſome ſmall errand, to their room, 
Both king and ſquire the girl-careſs'd, 
Her beauty prais'd, her bubbies preſs'd.;. 
Then ſhew'd a ring, ſo ſparkling ſhone, 
That night engag'd her for their own, 
And: whilſt her careful mother ſlept, 
She ſoftly to their.chamber crept. 
The lovers in-the middle plac'd her, 
And: honeſtly, by turns, embrac'd her. 
To the contentment of all three; 
Joconde was in extacy! _ 
To think how he had got with might, 
Entry and ſeiſin of his right. 
III pardon him, for *tis in vain, 
On that point to have any pain, 
In which all gitls with little trouble, 
Can the moſt artful ſportſman bubble; 
As Seneca, that learned clerk, 
Doth ſomewhere, as I'm told, remark. 


Tu us all went well; the damſel play'd, 


To greateſt nicety, the maid; 
Though long had her fantaſtic toy, 
Been yielded to a prentice boy. 


| MODERN POEM $, 48. 
But merrily one night they paſs 
Abundantly to her ſolace; 
The ſame the next, and tis averr'd 
She paſs'd as merrily the third. 

TE 'prentice wonder'd to behold | | 
His miſtreſs\grown ſo very cold, 
But was not long upon the ſcent, | | 
Before he found how matters went; 

And did in terms ſevere reprove 

The wench for being falſe in love. 
She whimper'd; but confeſs'd at laſt, 
The contract the had lately paſs'd. 
And, to appeaſe him, thus the ſaid; 

If there be credit .in.a maid, 

Soon as theſe naughty gueſts are gone, 
I'm yours again: and yours alone. 

A fig, ſays he, for any gueſt; 

Kiſs me, this very night, you'd beſt. 
'The girl reply'd, with weeping eyes, 
Which way to do't, can you deviſe? 
Theſe folks to whom I am engag'd, 

If I ſhould fail, would be enrag'd; 
And keep the ring, for which you know 
What pains I nightly undergo. 

I'll get the ring, 27 he, for you, 
And gratify my humour too. 

Do they ſleep ſound? Yes, when they ſleep, 
Says ſhe, but I'm oblig'd to keep 

My poſt between 'em both, for one 
Lies ſtill until his friend has done; 
So that I ſeldom want employ. 

At their firſt ſnoring, ſays the boy, 
III viſit you, and aſk no more 

Than that you wou'dn't ſhut. the door. 
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She left it open, and he came 


To the bed's feet with cager flame; 


Then ſliding up between the ſheets, 
(Love ever favours theſe deceits) 
Plac'd himſelf cloſe, tho G- d knows how, 
But Arioſto does avow, / 
That tho” the lovers did awake, 
Soon as the bed began to ſhake, 
Vet, all the while the boy was at her, 
They neither of em imoak'd the matter. 
What has my comrade eat to- night, 
To fire his blood and force delight? 
Aſtolpho thought; ſtill lay the ſquire, 
Much wond'ring at the monarch's fire. F: 
In the mean time the ſturdy boy 
His precious time did well employ: 
And as the day began to peep, 
Th' advent'rers being faſt aſleep, 
The lad ſlipt off; the little maid 
Retir'd, of new fatigues afraid. 
WHEN theſe knights-errand were awake, 


The king Joconde thus beſpake : 


Great fir! with glorious toils oppreſt, 
Compoſe your weary limbs to reſt; 
And after ſuch unuſual pains, : 
Conſult the welfare of your reins. 
Odds-fiſh, the merry prince reply'd, 

I waited to get up and ride: | 
Till tir'd with watching, ſleep o'ercame 
But had you ſooner quench'd your flame, 
I would have made a poſt or two; 

And that's as much as I could do. 
Joconde cry'd, there's no diſpute 

With kings who will be abſolute: 
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But for the future, I'll beware 
How monarchs in my pleaſure ſhare. 
The king was piqu'd at this retort; 
Some princes would have quarrell'd ſor't; 
But he, good man, reply'd, dear mate, 
Let the girl judge of this debate. 
Then calling Lucy up in haſte, 
To tell them how affairs had paſs'd, 
Eager each other to refute, 
Both told the cauſe of their diſpute; 
She, bluſhing on her knees did fall, 
Aſk'd pardon, and diſcover'd all. 
They would not treat the wanton ill; 
But, after having laugh'd their fill, 
Gave her the ring and fifty crowns; 
To buy new top-knots, gloves and gowns; 
With which the baggage ſoon was wed; 
When modeſtly, in bridal bed, 
She loſt, with many an artful fquall, 
Her maidenhead for good and all. 

Tus did Aſtotpho and his friend 
To theſe adventures put an end; 
Finding themſelves o'ercharg'd with laurels, 
Which though not gain'd by warlike quarrels, 
Yet ſhall immortalize their names 
As long as Cupid's altar flames: 
Laurels more fair than thoſe attain'd 
By battles won or cities gain'd 
More fair, although they only coſt 
A few feign'd ſighs, or tears at moſt; 
And far from danger and alarms, 
Had been acquir'd by dint of charms. 

THEIR table-book quite full of names, 
Of Belles who had well quench'd their flames; 
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Come, ſays the monarch to the ſquire, 
We pretty well have ſpent our fire, 
Fen let us to our homes reſort, 

You to the country, I to court. 

Our wives are looſe beneath the waiſt, 


_And others are not over-chaſte, 


*Tis in misfortunes ſome relief 

To have companions in our grief; 
'Then let us both like prudent men 
Return, and take our dames again, 
That love which Hymen had ſubdu'd, 
Perhaps our abſence has renew'd. 


And as Aſtolpho had divin'd, 


Their wives were mighty fond and kind, 
After ſome chiding, more for faſhion - 
Arioſto tells us, than in paſſion, | 
They ſtrove loſt pleaſure to retrieve, 
As faſt as love would give *em leave; 


Not mentioning, as I can find, 


The crooked dwarf, or lubbard-hind. 
THEN let us not with fruitleſs care, 

Expect perfection from the fair; 

But ſince we cannot lire without 'em, 

Take 'em with all their faults about 'em, 

And ſtedfaſtly this truth believe, 

That ev'ry Wo uA is an Eve. 
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ct A HC . Woot) N 
The Furniture of a Woman's Mind. 


A Set of phraſes learnt by rote; 
A paſhon for a ſcarlet coat; 
When at a play to laugh or cry, 
Yet cannot tell the reaſon why: 
Never to hold her tongue a minute; 
While all ſhe prates has nothing in it. 
Whole hours can with a coxcomb fit, 
And take his nonſenſe all for wit: 
| Her learning mounts to read a ſong, 
But, half the words pronouncing wrong; 
Has ev'ry repartee in ſtore 
She ſpoke ten thouſand times before. 
Can ready compliments ſupply 
On all occaſions, cut and dry. 
Such hatred to a parſon's gown, 
The fight will put her in a ſwoon. 
For converſation well endu'd; 
She calls it witty to be rude; 
And, placing raillery in railing, 
Will tell aloud your greateſt failing; 
Nor makes a ſcruple to expoſe 
Your bandy leg, or crooked noſe. 
Can, at her morning tea, run o'er 
The ſcandal of the day before. 
Improving hourly in her ſkill, 
To cheat and wrangle at quadrille. 
IN chuſing lace a critic nice, 
Knows to a groat the loweſt price; 
Can in her female clubs diſpute 
What lining beſt the ſilk will ſuit, 
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What colours each complexion match; 
And where with art to place a patch. 
Ir chance a mouſe creeps in her fight, 


Can finely counterfeit a fright; 


So ſweetly ſcreams, if it come near her, 


She raviſhes all hearts to hear her. 
Can dextrouſly her huſband teize, 

By taking fits whene'er ſhe pleaſe: 
By frequent practice learns a trick 

At proper ſeaſons to be ſick; 


Thinks nothing gives one airs ſo pretty; 


At once creating love and pity. 
If Molly happens to be careleſs, 


And but neglects to warm her hair - lace, 


She gets a cold as ſure as death; 


And vows ſhe ſcarce can fetch her breath, 


Admires how modeſt women can 
Be ſo robuſtious like man. 

In party, furious to her pow'r: 
A bitter whig or tory ſow'r; 
Her arguments directly tend 
Againſt the fide ſhe would defend: 
Will prove herſelf a tory plain, 
From principles the whigs maintain ; 
And, to defend the whiggiſh cauſe, 
Her topics from the tories draws. 

Orrs! If any man can find 
More virtues i a woman's mind, 
Let them be ſent to Mrs. Harding: 
She'll pay the charges to a farthing: 
Take notice, ſhe has my commiſſion 
To add them in the next edition; 
They may out - ſell a better thing; 
So, holla boys: God fave * Bag. 


* A Printer, 


1 
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The Mill. A Tate. 


Eneath a court's luxuriant ſkies, 
Plant Honeſty “, it fades and dies: 

Such tender plants expire of courſe, 
Oppos'd to Influenza's force—— 
That court diſeaſe, who from her wings 
A thouſand magic poiſons flings ;—— 
Nor in the church's ample ſphere 
Does Honeſty much beiter fare; 
Nor in the law's capacious round 
Is the rich bloſſom often found; 
Theſe truths from others I relate, 
Nor court, church, law—has been my fate. 


TRE tenants to Sir John complain, 
The miller purloins half their grain: 
What can be done? —0n all his ground, 
This mill, and only this, is found: 

With ſhame the pilferer's diſgrac'd, 
And in his room another's plac'd, 
Of fame unſtain'd; by all agreed 
A man right worthy to ſucceed. 


TEMPTATIONS numberleſs aſſail; 
This miller, like the laſt, proves frail 
Again the tenants beg relief, 

Sir J hn's convinc'd that he's a thi2f :;— 
In truth, my friends, I've been deceiv'd, 
No man more honeſt, I believ'd; 


A flower not uncommon in Engliſh gardens; 
C 2 
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A miller chuſe yourſelves, he cry'd, 
On whom we all may ſafe confide; 
But firſt his merits cloſely ſcan, 

To me 'tis equal. who's the man. 


AFTER much tedious altercation, 
They come to a determination 
A miller's fix'd on; one whoſe name 
Challeng'd the loudeſt blaſt of fame; 
The tenants all in this agree, 
If there's an honeſt man—tis he. 


For ſome time no complaint was heard, 
A month, or longer, tis averr'd; 
At length——alas——too true, tho' ſtrange, 
This Paragon began to change; 
Suſpicion, as if balf afraid, 
In doubtful grumblings hints convey'd: 
Theſe grumblings every day increaſt, 
*Till all the miller glares confeſt: 
The toll too large The corn when ground, 
Was, on return, nor fair nor ſound ; 
Their flour all mix'd, ſcarce half their due: 
The greateft rogue they ever knew. 


OxcE more to good Sir John they fly: | 
Sir John ſoon makes 'em this reply. : | 


No farther change I'll now admit, 
To your own choice you muſt ſubmit; 
The miller whom you thus upbraid, 
Was honeſt 'till a miller made; 

And honeſt had continued ſtill, 
But for the air of that damn'd mill: 
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At that alone your vengeance aim 
The mill and not the man's to blame. 


LEARN, reader, from this little tale, 
That ev*n the beſt of men are frail ; 
And where curſt Influenza's found, 
Millers will evermore abound, 


The Incurious. A Tale. © 


One that would never difcontented be, 


But in a careleſs way to all agree, 
He had a ſervant much of Æſop's kind, 5 


Virtuoſo had a mind to ſee 5 


Of perſonage uncouth but ſprightly mind: 
Humpus, ſays he, I order that you find 
Out ſuch a man, with ſuch a character, 
He, in this paper now I give you here, 
Or I will lug your ears, or crack your pate, 
Or rather you ſhall meet with a worſe fate 5 
For I will break your back, and ſet you ſtraight. 
Bring him to dinner. Humpus ſoon withdrew, 
Was fafe, as having ſuch a one in view, 
At Covent- garden dial, whom he found 
Sitting with thoughtleſs air, and look protound. 
Who, ſolitary gaping without care, 
Did ſeem to ſay, who is't goes any where? 
Says Humpus, fir, my maſter bad me pray 
Your company to dine with him to-day. 
He ſnuffs; then follows, up the ſtairs he goes, 
Neyer pulls off his hat, nor cleans his ſhoes. 
But looking round him ſaw a handſome room, 
And did not much repent that he was come; 
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Cloſe to the fire-he draws an cibow-chair, 

And lolling eaſy does for ſleep prepare. 

In comes the family, but he fits ſtill, 
'Thinks, let them take the other chairs that will. 
'The maſter thus accoſts him, fir, you're wet, 
Pray have a cuſhion underneath your feet. 

Thinks he, if I do ſpoil it, need I care? 

J ſce he has eleven more to ſpare, 

Dinner's brought up, the wife is bid retreat, 
And at the upper end muſt be his ſeat. 

This is not very uſual, thinks the clown; 

But is not all the family his own? 

And why ſhould I, for contradiction ſake, 

Loſe a good dinner, which he bids me take? 

f from his table ſhe diſcarded be, 

What need I care, there is the more for me. 
After a while the daughter's bid fo ſtand, 

Aud bring him whatſoever he'll command. 1 
"Thinks he, the better from the fairer hand. 
Young maſter next muſt riſe to fill him wine, 
And ſtarve himſelf to ſee the booby dine. 

He does't. The father aſks, what have you there? 
tr, *twas Champaigne I gave him, Sir, indeed! 
Take him and ſcourge him till the raſcal bleed; 
Don't ſpare him for his tears nor age: I'll try 
If cat and nine tails can excule a lye. a 
'Chinks the clown, that *twas wine J do believe, 
But ſuch young rogues are apteſt to deceive; 
He's none of mine, but his own fleſh and blood, 
And how know I but it may be his good ? 
When the deſert came on, and jellies brought, 
Then was the diſmal ſcene of finding fault; 
They were ſuch hideous, filthy, pois'nous ſtuff, 
Could not be rail'd at, nor reveng'd enough. 
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Humpus was aſk'd who made 'em. Trembling he 
Said, fir, it was my lady gave em me. 

No more ſuch poiſon ſhall ſhe ever give, 

II burn the witch, t'in't fitting ſhe ſhould live; 
Set faggots in the court, ll make her fry, 

And pray, good fir, may't pleaſe you to be by. 
Then ſmiling, ſays the clown, upon my life, 

A pretty fancy this to burn one's wife. 

And ſince I find *tis really your deſign, 

Pray let me juſt ſtep home, and fetch you mine. 


rr rm 
Meaſure for Meaſure. A Talc. 


VITE enyy fraught and malediction, 
. Fools rail againſt church juriſdiction, 

They ſay, where canon law prevails, 

That juſtice never holds the ſcales; 

That in the civil courts alone, 

She and her genuine train are known: 

Falſhoods alike !---- Where moſt ſhe's found, 

The following ſtory may expound, | 
In Old Caſtile ſome ages ſince, 

When fam'd Alphonio rul'd as prince, 

AA holy prieſt, meck, chaſte, and good, 

Happen'd to ſpill à layman's blood: 

Er'n ſaints themſelves, in holy writ, 

Would trifling feuilts ſometimes commit; 

No rank the ſlaughter'd fellow bore :----- 

A reptile ſhoemaker----no more: 

By ſome malicious folks 'twas ſaid, 

The prieſt had grac'd Criſpino's head; 

And, taken in the fact, had further, 

To lewd adult'ry added murder; 
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Abſurd! to think a ehurchman cou'd: 
In ſuch a cauſe ſpill Chriſtian blood : 

WHEN prieſts in thoſe religious times, 
Were charg'd with any heinous crimes, ----- 
By mother church their caufe was try'd; 

Who elſe ſhould churchmer's cauſe decide? 
And juſtice ſeated on church-bench, 

No doubt muſt prove a fpotleſs wench : 
Thrice happy age! when canon law 
UnrivaFd kept the world in awe: 
But now, alas, the caſe is alter'd, 
And prieſts by civil law are halter'd; 
Whence pious churchmen now maintain 
With juſtice----- This is Satan's reign. 

By virtue of church abſolution, 
That wond'rous chymical ſolution, 
The church has the exclufive power, 
Men's ſouls from Satan's ruſt to ſcower ; 
To free em from eorroding fin, 
And make em bright as new-made pin;----- | 
Shall thoſe who by cathedral ſpell, 
Can ope the gates of heav'n and hell; 
A power to kings as much ſuperior, 
As earth to heaven is inferior 
Shall thoſe to whom ſuch power's aſſign'd, 
No deference from mere mortals find? 
Pay churchmen little veneration, 
You ſap the church's beſt foundation; 
And ſhould the church once tumble,----hell 
With joy would ring the world's laſt knell. 
AMBASSADORS, ev'n at this hour 
Defy the law's inferior power ; 
Equally free to all intent 
With thoſe great kings they repreſent; 
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And prieſts from holy writings ſhew 
They're heav'n's ambaſſadors below; 
(To puniſh any holy prieſt | 
Is breach of privilege at leaſt) 
From whence this inference they draw, 
Prieſts are above the civil law. 
Tus holy prieſt as culprit ſtood, 
Charg'd with the ſhedding Chriſtian blood; _. 
The church ſat judge,. and proofs came thick,, 
Inſpir'd no doubt by envious Nick; 
The priſoner guilty found; and here: 
Stop, reader, and prepare the tear; 
That one in rank ſo highly plac'd, 
That one with holy garments grac'd, 
Should for a trifling accident 
Meet ſo ſevere a puniſhment: 
But mother church has ſtill been known 
Rather too rigid to her own; 
A noble leſſon to mankind, 
That juſtice ever ſhould be blind. 
The culprit firſt preſcrib'd repentance, 
The court pronounc'd this dreadful ſentence. 
© THE fact ſo plainlyprov'd, the church decrees, 
« To terrify her ſons from crimes like theſe, 
That from your holy office as a prieſt, 
{© You be ſuſpended one whole year at leaſt.” 
JusT1cE thus fatisaed, 'twas thought, 
The affair would ſhortly be forgot; 
But dire revenge, conceal'd with art, 
Oft lurks within the villain's heart: 
Criſpino's ſon; for miſchief riſe, 
Determanes to have life for lite : 
Some months perdue, like ſavage beaſt: 
(Vengeance ſtill gnawing at his breaſt) 
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He waits-----ece fortune brings his prey 

The harmleſs prieſt, within his way; 

When through his heart, with ſtrength convey'd 
He drives the dagger 's murd'rous blades $ 

The prieſt expires; the murd'rer's ſeiz'd, 
(Revenge thus got)----to die well pleas'd. 

Can crimes like this unmark'd paſs by? 
No angry token from the ſky ? 

No well-tim'd earthquake to encloſe 
(Churchmen all ſav'd)----the church's foes ? 
No thunder to preclaim to earth, 
That prieſts are of celeſtial birth? 

But heay'n-ſent miracles of late, 

It ſcems are growing out of date. 

Tro' churchmen are in general tender, 
They vow'd ſtrict juſtice on th'offender; 
To court they fly, and quick demand 
The murd'rer yielded to their hand; -- 
A brother kill d! Oh, impious deed! 
En kings themſelves had better bleed; 
They fix the, murd'rer's dreadful doom, 
Both here, and in the world to come. 

His majeſty, quite cool and grave, 
To their demand this anſwer gave. 

© A PRIEST a layman, kills:----The cauſe 
% Was try'd by holy churchmen's laws; 

A layman kills a prieft :-----This wales 
„Our civil law ſhall judge the crime.” 

THE hour will come, do all you can, Sit, 
Satan will trim you for this anſwer: 

« On, Becket! Dunſtan! Hildebrande! 
« Ye ſaints, whoſe names diſtinguiſh'd ſand 
I' th' holy calendar----Jook down---- 

+ Avenge your cauſe----For 'tis your own.” 
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Tux trial comes:----The murd'rer caſt,---- 
'The king, as judge, this ſentence paſt: _ 
Tus fact fo plainly prov'd, the law decrees, 
« To terrify the world from crimes like theſe, 
That for a year the privilege you loſe, 
«© Of making, ot of mending boots and ſhoes,” 
How jult, how ſevere was the church's decree! 
How partial, how weak was the civil law's bann! 
Look back through time's annals; in ſhort you may 
lea; +: | 
It has ever been fo, ſince the world began. 


cel BRAN N CAS N 
Tie Pleaſures of Poverty. 


APP the man, the cobler, cr the bard, 
Who knows not wealth's inchantments, but 
whoſe ſoul 

Sublime,. above the ſublunary j joys 

Of idle ſplendor, caſts a retroſpect 

Upon itſelf, not of itſelf aſnam'd; 

In true ſubſtantial poverty elate : 

Elate, triumphant, while the ſelfiſh rich 

Mourn inward, and themſelves with horror: view 

Caricatura dread !—fo Doll, at home, 

(E ſimile to poor man be allow'd) 

Within the broken fragment of a glaſs, 

Which once adorn'd che chamber of ſome lord, 

Surveys her healthy face, with nature's paint 

Beſt colour'd, and approving, ſees diſplay'd, 

Or thinks ſhe ſees, ſome ſecret charms, deny'd 

To Phillis in her cardinal or ſhade. 

While batter'd Phillis, in the mirror, views, 
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Tho' deck'd with gilded frame, her morning face 

Broken, and diſconcerted as her mind. 
Hair poverty! connected, if thou deign 

To ſhare my homely bed, domeftic ſpouſe! 

To dreſs my diſh, with hunger's ſauſe ſerv'd up 

On wooden trencher, in its true caveer. 

No catchop I demand, nor pickle green, 

For, whetted on the ſtone of poverty, 

My appetite 1s keener than my knife. 

Full oft my knife deſerts me, when 'tis blunt, 

Calling the grind: ſtone to its aid, while B, 

Impatient grown with hunger, throw aſide 

The uſeleſs friend, deſerting me in nee. 
Bur let not vicious poverty preſume 

To climb my garret, with contagious haunt;. 

I hate the peſt prophane, and keep her off— _ 

White ermine IJ, in milk of chaſtity 52 

Preſerv'd, and nitid as the bleached down 

That germinates upon the neck of lambs. 
DwELL vice with opulence and ſordid gold, 

Tann'd as that baſeſt metal of the mines. 

My coat of arms be argent, and my ereſt 

The lily, yaunting in its foliage pure, 

Said to excel the pride of Solomon, 

Tho' clad in all the purple of the eaſt. 

Simplex munditiis ſhall my motto be, 

Writ with the ink of ſnow, and pen of ſwan. 
Fax be the blood of grape from my plain cup; 

Of chryſtal be my glaſs, with limpid ſtream 

- Replete, of cleanly river, or of ſpring 

Not fabulous, like that of Helicon, 

Or Hippocrene, by ancient poets fung; 

But real, apt to flake a poet's thirſt; 

No mineral, like that of Bath or Spa, 
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Oft proſtituted to the worſt abuſe, 
And feign'd reſtorative of wan decay. 

TRE only, in the ſtream of wealth who ſwim, 

Are truely poor, and literally mean; 

Vapid to them is ev'ry joy of life, 

For ſweet neceſlity, with kind ſalute, 

Ne'er draws their curtains at the mattin's dawn 
To ſay, good-morrow—Come, thou buxom laſs ! 
Focund and blithe, who daily windeſt up 

The weights of life, and bid'ſt our clock to ſtrike 
Each wheeling hour upon the bell of time, 

Each filver minute counted o' er with bliſs, 
Becauſe enjoy'd, the poor man's certain bank, 
Never to break, till time itſelf be loſt. 
Appreciate to its value, who can rate 

Of time the ſtandard ſum? Ye ſuicides, 

Who kill a mint of hours, oh weigh the guilt 
Of but one {ſaughter'd fecond, baſely ſlain, 
Which not the chemiſt's beſt heremetic ſeal 
Can bind, or bid it not evaporate, 

Tho? e'er ſo artfully transfus'd! Oh think 
Upon the forfeit ne'er to be redeem'd! 

LE r poverty then eſtimate my hours, 
Which, if enjoy'd, tho' fleeting, were my own, 
Were mine poſſeis'd, and like ſo many brides, 
Wedded and woo'd, the rich ſurvivor I, 
Enrich'd by ſuch polygamy, alive 
To woo and wed ten thouſand thouſand more. 
Not ſo, if chain'd to wealth, Prometheus hike, 
By luxury corroded, liver grown, , 

For ever waſting, and as fait ſupply'd. 
From wants creating want, like Hydra-heads 


Cut off, and ſtill revegetating new. 
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Fohn, the Engliſh Paman. 4 Tole, 


HE chiming bells from ev'ry ſteeple, 


Proclaim'd to well diſpoſed people, 
That they mult be repairing ſoon 
To ſervice of the afternoon: 
That is—it now was almoſt three; 
My lord, ſtill at his morning tea, 
(For it was. Sunday, and you know 
What then could folks of faſhion do?) 
My lady holds engag'd in chat, 
In blaming this, reforming. that: 


Since, my dear lord, at your command. 


I took the management in band; 

You know, twas always my endeavour, 
Your houſe ſhould be polite and clever. 
How well your dignity it ſuits _ 

To have diſcharg'd your Engliſh brutes! 
I think, there now remains but one 
And he, becauſe your tenant's'fon! 
Muſt we be plagu'd with ſuch a ſot 

In complaiſance to farmer. Trott.? 

My lord replies, — Trott pays his rent, 
And can make votes to.parbhament: 
And often ſends us chincs and turkies; 
And John, too, capable of work 1s. 
—Send him to work then in your ſtable— 
Oh! ſuch a wretch to wait at table! 
Indeed, my dear, it gives me pain. 

To ſee him ſhock the Gens de bien 

With toes turn'd in, and a; wkward mien! 
So this I do inſiſt upon, 

That he immediately be gone! 
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Since *tis your pleaſure, go he muſt— 
Yet to aſſign ſome cauſe—were juſt - 
At leaſt what plauſible may ſeem— 
And that's conſiſtent with my ſcheme, 
In the militia we will ſwear him; 
I'll write to Fielding not to ſpare him: 
Theſe purpoſes will anſwer double, 
Firſt, in diſcharging you of trouble; 
And in procuring me the merit 
Of acting with a gen'rous ſpirit: 
My lord (they ſay) don't even ſpare, 
His own domeſtics from the war, 
How ardent for the public weal! 
Example rare of noble zeal! 
But, let us ſound him firſt, to know 
Whether the rogue's inclin'd to go; 
If you, my dear, approve the meaſure,— 
Yes—cail him up—My lord, your pleaſure, — 
John, thou'rt a fellow tall and luſty, 8 
Of heart right ſound, and courage truſty; - 
Can you yourſelf in humour bring 
To ſerve your country and your king ? 
And ſtrait ſome juſtice go before, 
In the militia to be ſwore? 
Militia ;z—what is that, my lord? 
I do not underſtand the word— 
Why John it means the French (ah, hang em!) 
Soundly whene'er you meet to bang em 
Is that the caſe /—with all my heart— 
III do my belt to play my part 

Jo EN ſtrait retires, with awkward airs; 
And meets the valet on the ſtairs; 
Whom he accoſts with one ſalute 
Of rightly pois'd, elaſtic foot, 
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Which ſent Monſieur a headlong falling, 
And left him at the bottom ſprawling. 
Mr lord's friſeur he next attacks 
With frequent cuffs, and Engliſh thwacks: 
And whilft he dreſs'd my lady's tete 
John curl'd his locks and comb'd his pate. 
Then hurrying in the kitchen goes, 
And baſtes the cook, and tweaks his noſe;. 
Vat be de matter, villain, rogue, 
Me kill you, thou one Engliſh dog! 
Soho! quoth John, Monſieur Ragou, 
Since you thus froth and ſputter ſo, 
J muſt apply my drudger too; 
If that wo'nt do—you ſhall, unpity'd, 
Be ſent to Garrick to be ſpitted! 
JanToxN he next attacks, and throws 
Over her head at once her cloaths: 
And ſad diſaſter!) found to ſhock one, 
That poor Janeton had no ſmock on!) 
Who hurries ſtrait to Ma'moiſelle 
Enrag'd her loud complaints to tell, 
Who interfering in the rout, 
Fine vark indeed dis, Maitre Trotte,, 
P11 do your bug neſs trait, the cries: 
And up ftairs to my lady flies, 
And ſcarce, quite out of breath, could ſay, 
Eh! quelles barbares, quelles ſots Anglois, 
Trot has been making ſuch a riot! 
The ſcoundrel Trot? lord, lady cry out— — 
Your valet—cook—and friſeur bang'd! 
Zend him to Fielding to be hang'd! 
And in the ſight of the poſtilion, 
O'er Janton's head toſt her Cotillon. 
And vat vas varſe, a mon furpriſe,. 
Pauvre Fanton had no chemiſe —- 


. 


— — SE" 


MODERN POEMS. 65 
Go hang him without judge or jury! 
Cries out my lady in a fury. 

Joan ſummon'd now before em all, 
With aching heart, attends the call. | 
Fripon, poltron, vile Engliſh varlet, 

My lady fcreams as red as ſcarlet; 
While the ſoft voice of Ma'moiſelle 
With Poll and lap dog join the yell. 

Poor John, confus'd with wild diſmay; 

'Trembling, and fault'ring, ſcarce could ſay, 


Only—one word—my lord, I pray. 


Pm ſorry thus to have offended, 

But I no harm at all intended. 

Your lordfhip's orders, and my oath, 

You know, my lord, oblige me both. 

To maul the French, to bang and beat em! 
In whatſoever place I meet em! 

Hold, John.—you quite miſtake the matter, 
But on this ſide of the water. 

In Flanders beat em if you can; 

And there you'll ſhew yourſelf a man. 

Or if they ever ſhould be found 
To land their force on Britiſh ground; 3 
Why then you might exert your fallies 

To drive 'em back again to Calais. 
The French ſo ever degage, 

So airy, gay, Polite, and free; 

Tho' object of the vulgar ſpite, 

By long preſcription have a right 

To the protection of the great, 

Who live in affluence and ſtate: | 
Whom our domeſtics when we ſtyle em, 
Our houſes are their ſure aſylum. 

Their characters are facred there; 

So that, if ſaucy ſcoundrels dare 
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T' inſult their perſons, or to bait em, 

"Tis conſtru'd Scandalum magnatum. 

Then breach of privilege enſues, 

With fines, impriſonment, and dues : 

Nor, *%i!l unto our wills we bend 'em, 

Can Habeas Corpus's defend*em. 
THEREFORE for your preſumption, John, 

Uncaſe this moment —and b-gone! 


Ca rhe #6 
| The Hermit. 


URN, pentle Dermis of the dale, 


bh And guide ray lonely way, 


To where yon taper cheers the vale, 
With hoſpitable ray: 


© For here forlorn, and Joſt, I tread, 
With fainting ſteps, and flow; 

Where wilds, immeaſurably ſpread, 
© Seem length'ning as I go. 


« Forbear, my ſon, ' the hermit cries, | 
To tempt the dangerous gloom 
For yonder fantom only flies 
Jo lure thee to thy doom. 


Here to the houſeleſs child of want, 
My door is open ſtill; | 
And, tho' my portion is but ſcant, 
© I give it with good will. 


8 Then turn to-night, and freely ſhare. 
© Whatc'er my cell beſtows, 
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* My ruſhy couch, and frugal fare, 
My bleſſing and repole. 


© No flocks that range the valley free, 
To flaughter I condemn: 
* 'Taught by that power that pities me, 
II learn to pity them. 


But from the mountain's graſſy fide, 
© A guiltleſs feaſt I bring; 

© A ſcrip with herbs and fruits ſupply'd, 
And water from the ſpring. | 


Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego; | 


© For earth- born cares are wrong: 
Man wants but little here below, 
Nor wants that little long.” 


Soft as the dew from heav'n deſcends, 
His gentle accents fell; 

The grateful ftranger lowly bends, 
And follows to the cell. 


Far ſhelter'd in a glad obſcure 
The modeſt manſion lay; 

A refuge to the neighbouring poor, 
And ſtrangers led aſtray. 


No ſtores beneath its humble thatch 
Requir'd a maſter's care; 

The door, juſt open'd with a latch, 
Receiv'd the harmleſs pair. | 


And now, when worldly crowds retire 
To revels or to reſt, 
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'The hermit trimm'd his little fire, 
And cheer'd his penſi ve gueſt: 


And ſpread his vegetable ſtore, 
And gayly paſs'd and ſmil'd; 

And ſxill'd in legendary lore, 
The ling'ring hours beguiPd. 


| Around in ſympathetic mirth 
Its tricks the kitten tries, 

The cricket chirrups in the hearth; 
The crackling faggot flies. 


But nothing could a charm impart 
To ſooth the ſtranger's wo; 

For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow. 


His rifing cares the Hermit ſpy*d, 
With anſwering care oppreſt: 

© And whence, unhappy youth, he cry'd, 
The forrows of thy breaſt? | 


From better habitations ſpurn'd, 
© ReluQtant doſt thou rove; 

Or grieve for friendſhip unreturn'd, 
Or unregarded love? 


* Alas! the joys that fortune brings, 
© Are trifling, and decay; 

© And thoſe who prize the paltry things, | 
© More trifling ftill than they. 


And what is friendſhip but a name, 
A charm that lulls to ſleep; 
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© A ſhade that follows wealth or fame, | 
© But leaves the wretch to weep? x 


And love is ſtill an emptier ſound, 
The haughty fair one's jeſt: 

© On earth unſeen, or only found 
To warn the turtle's neſt. 


For ſhame, fond youth, thy ſorrows huſh, 
And ſpurn the ſex, he ſaid: 

But while he ſpoke, a riſing bluſh 
'The baſhful gueſt betray'd. 


He ſees unnumber'd beauties riſe, 
Expanded to the view; 18 
Like clouds that deck the morning-ſkies, | i; 
As bright, as tranſient too. 


v —— 


Her looks, her lips, her panting breaſt, 
Alternate ſpread alarms: 


The lovely ſtranger ſtands confeſt 
A maid in all her charms. 


* And, ah, forgive a ftranger rude, 
* A wretch forlorn,? ſhe cry'd; 

* Whole feet unballow'd thus intrude 
Where heaven and you reſide. 


But let a maid thy pity ſhare, 
* Whomlove has taught to ſtray; 


* Who ſeeks for reſt, but finds deſpair 
Companion of her way. | 


My father ly d beſide the Tyne, 
© A wealthy lord was he: 
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And all his wealth was mark'd as mine, 
© He had but only me. 


© To win me from his tender arms, 
© Unnumber'd fuitors came; 

© Who prais'd me for imputed charms, 
© And felt, or feign'd a flame. 


Each morn the gay ſantaſtic crowd 
© With richeſt proffers ſtrove: _ 

Among the reſt young Edwin bow'd, 
© But never talk'd-cf love. - 


© In humbleſt, ſimpleſt habit clad, 
© No wealth nor power had: he; - 

* A conſtant heart was all he had, 
But that was all to me. 


The bloſſom opening to the day, 
© The dews of heaven refin'd, 

© Could nought of purity diſplay, 
© To emulate his mind. 


© The dew, the bloſſom on the tree, 
© With charms inconſtant ſhine, 
Their charms were his, but wo to me, 
Their conſtancy was mine. 


© For ſtill I try'd each fickle art, 
* Importunate and vain; 


And while his paſſion touch'd my heart, BY 


* Itriumph'd in his _ 


Till quite dejected with my ſcorn, 
He left me to my pride 
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8 « And ſought a ſolitude forlorn, 
© In ſecret, where he died. 


© But mine the ſorrow, mine the ſault, 
* And well my life ſhall pay; 

I'll ſeek the ſolitude be ſought, 
© And ſtretch me where he lay. 


And there forlorn, deſpairing, hid, 
III lay me down and die: 

© *T'was ſo for me that Edwin did, 
And fo for him will I. 


© Thou ſhalt not thus, the hermit cry'd, 
And claſp'd her to his breaſt; 

The wandering fair one turn'd to 44 
"Twas Edwin's ſelf that preſs'd. 


© 'Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 
* My charmer, turn to ſee, 

Thy own, thy long-loſt Edwin heres 
© Reſtor'd to love and thee. 


© 'Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 
And ev'ry care reſign: 

And ſhall we never, never part, 
O thou my all that's mine ? 


No, never, from this hour to part, 
We'll live and love fo true; 

The ſigh that rends thy conſtant heart, 
c Shall break thy Edwin's too.” 
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The Happy. Man. 


And all the, pomp and pageantry of courts; 
Far from the venal world can live ſecure, 

Be moral, honeſt, virtuous—tho? but poor, 

Who walking ſtill by -equity's juſt rules, 

Deteſting ſordid knaves, and flatt'ring fools: 
Regarding neither fortune,. pow'r, nor ſtate, 

Nor ever wiſhing to be vainly great, 

Without malevolence and ſpleen can live, 


And what his neighbour wants, with joy would give; 


A foe to pride, no paſſion's guilty friend, 
Obeying nature, faithful to her end; 

Severe in manners, as in truth ſevere, 

Juſt to himſelf, and to his friends ſincere; 
His temper even, and his ſteady mind 

Reſign'd by friendſhip, and by books refin'd. 
Some low-roof'd cottage holds the happy ſwain, 
Unknown to lux'ry, or her ſervile train; 

He ſtudying nature grows ſerenely wiſe, 

Like Socrates he lives, or like him dies. 

He aſks no glory gain'd by hoſtile arms, 

Nor ſighs for grandeur with her painted charms. 
With calm indifffrence views the ſhifting ſcene, 
Thro' all magnanimous, reſign'd, ſerene. 

On hope ſuſtain'd he treads life's devious road, 
And knows no fear, except the fear of God. 
Would hcav'n indulgent grant my fonddefire, 
Thus would I live, and thus ſhould life expire. 


A PP Y the man, who free from noiſy ſports, 
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The Crooked Stick. A Tale. 


YLVIA, in days of yote, had been 


A croud of youths ſucceſſive {trove 
To gain the fickle virgin's love: 
But now, at leaſt, the fortieth year 
In Sylvia's viſſage did appear; 
Her prime, alas! her days were o'er! 
And ſhe was teas'd to death no more: 
Now ſhe began to be afraid— 
That ſhe ſhould die—ſhould die a maid; 
To *ſcape which melancholy lot, 
At laſt a crooked ſpouſe ſhe got. 

WEN Sally ſaw her madam's ſpouſe, 
The wench's indignation roſe: 
Lard, is it poſſible, ſhe cry'd, 
You ſhould to ſuch a thing be ty'd; 
Where, where are all thoſe brighter ſwains, 
That courted with inceſfant pains; 
That hung with garlands every tree, 
And cull'd their choiceſt fruits for thee ; 
Who made the fertile valleys ring, 
And mountains, Sylvia, Sylvia ſing? 

Do this, quoth Sylvia, and *will ſhew 
What I have done is nothing new: 
Cut me a ſtick in yonder ſhade, 
The beſt, the ſtraighteſt can be had; 
If ſtill a ſtraighter you ſurvey, 
Cut that, and caſt the firſt away; 
But on no wiſe return to pick, 
Tho' ſtraighter, a rejected ſtick. . 
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As bright a nymph as trod the green; 
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Ux ro the coppice Sally goes; 
A matchleſs oak at firſt ſhe choſe: 
A ſtripling elm that grew faſt by, 
Seems more genteel in Sally's eye: 
Next a young ſycamore ſhe ſpy'd, 
And laid the better elm aſide: 
This, ere 'twas cut, ſhe thought to be 
By far the ſtraighteſt of the three. 


Thus ſhe paſs'd through the woodland — 
Sometimes advancing, ſometimes loſing; | 


For one leſs crooked now the peers, 
At ev'ry change her ſtick appears 
More handy ſtill, it makes her fume, 


To think to what her choice will come. 


The laſt, an ill form'd ath, ſhe tears, 

And from the wood with grief retires. 
HER miltreſs ſmil'd to fee her come 

With ſuch a crooked billet home. 

Solly had little cauſe to glory, 

So frankly ſhe relates the ſtory. 

This was my caſe, her dame reply'd, 


I never could be ſatisfy'd, g 


But ſlighted many a worthier ſwain, 
Hoping ſtill better to obtain; 

Still more defeCtive prov'd the next; 
Thus diſappointed, thus perplex'd, 

At length I married what you ſee. 

Juſt ſo, quoth Sall, I choſe this tree. 
LuXARN hence, ye virgins, to be wiſe, 
And, where there's merit, ne*er deſpiſe ; 
Leſt you, like Sylvia, chuſe a mate, 
Aud then, in vain, deplore your fate. 
Nor think this leſſon is leſs true, 

Wiſe batchelors, if told to you; 


Ir 


MODERN POEM $; 75 
Who whiffle round from fair to fair, | 
Till, toothleſs grown and in deſpair, 
You curſe the hours ſo idly paſt. 
Deſpis'd by ev'ry maid at laſt. 


we x = we w/v | 


On May- Morning. 


A LL hail! thou pleaſing chearful morn, 
Sweet harbinger of May, - | 

Welcome, thrice welcome, thy return, 

Which makes all nature gay. 


At thy ſoft call, the genial earth 
Yields up her verdant ſtores, 

Her flow'ry offspring now ſpring forth, 
Awak'd by vernal ſhow'rs. 


"The bright parterres for thee diſplay 
Their utmoſt blooming pride, 
Behold the varying tulip gay 
In all the rainbow dy'd. 


There rich auriculas appear, 
In powder'd luſtre dreſt, 
The modeſt polyanthus here, 
In nature's humbler veſt. 


In one the finiſh'd toaſt we trace, 
In one the rural maid; 

Art there beſtows the foreign grace, 
But here with-holds her aid. 
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Vet, though the firſt more brilliant ſhows, 
The laſt is not leſs fair, 
She fears not every blaſt that blows, 
But blooms through all the year. 


Behold on yonder fragrant buſh, 
Where blows the lovely roſe, - 

Thy warm approach has made it blaſh, 
And all its ſweets dilcloſe. 


Thy ſmiles have ſill'd hills, dales, and groves, 
With beauty and with ſong, 

Have imp'd with ſpeed the wings of love, 
And urg'd his ſhafts along. 


Thy influence bids ſoft numbers flow; 
To thee I tune my lays, 

To thee the joys thy ſmiles beſtow, 
Return in artleſs praiſe. 


Still as the kind revolving year 
Thy charms renews again, 
To nature's voice I'll tune my lyre, 


And bleſs thy happy reign. 


„ Fo fn 
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The Pleaſures of the Ni ht. 


Thou! whoſe pinion did o'erfpread the deep, 
Ere the Almighty Father ſpake the word, 
Incumbent o'er th'illimitable void, 

O Night! O ſacred ſhade! thee ſounds my lyre, 

Thee, beſt-lov'd ſubject of the ſerious Muſe. 

Or noontide ſplendors, and the beamy ſun, 
Of ſhady woodlands, and of eddying floods, 

That, warbling, flow the breezy mead along, 
Who ſings not, raptur'd with the magick ſccne? 
Far diff*rent joys I fing :———The midnight hour! 
The penſive pleaſures of the ſilent Night! 

Tuv bleſſings, meditation how divine! 

How ſweetly ſolemn, this thy choſen hour! 

VIE w, heav'nly Muſe, yon rolling orbs on high, 
Yon rolling orbs in equal balance pois'd,. 

Obedient to their Maker's great controul.— 
Ponder this grateful change of light and ſhade, 
Still light and ſhade are but the varied God. 
His goodneſs beams, illuſtrious, in the ſun, 
Who, early journeying o'er the eaſtern hills, 
Gladdens, with orient ray, th'adoring world: 
In ev'ning-tide his tenderneſs and love 

Refreſh tir'd nature with the balmy breeze: 
His terrors in the boiſt'rous whirlwind roar, 
His. kindneſs lulls the whiſtling winds to fleep, 
And ſoftly breathes along the panting gale. 

From this thick gloom, by light-wing'd fancy led, 
The mounting mind purſues the glitt'ring track 
Ot thoſe, who, victors in the glorious chace, 
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ne ever blooming on the rolls of fame; 
-— Purſues the track—herſelf, (hard fate!) condemn' d 
+0 fleep unnoted, with the vulgar dead. 

In duſky vapour of the night inſpher'd, 

Quick fancy penetrates the gen'ral's tent; 

ile, with dull ſtep, treads o'er his ſolemn round, 

And fpends in anxious thought the fleepleſs hour; 

High rais'd in ſtation *bove the common herd, 

And boye them too with tort'ring cares perplext. 
Nor ſo the humble cottager appears, 

Who, on the lily-woven bank reclin'd, 

Inhales the freſhneſs of the vernal air: 

He, (happy mortal!) careleſs and at eaſe, 

Hears the wild world in loud commotion. toſt; 

Not more diſmay'd than is the mariner, 

When diſtant thunders mutter in his ear. — 

'Twas in theſe ſhades that thou, ® unhappy bard, 
Vhoſe vocal griefs in melting numbers flow, ; 
And melancholy joys diffuſe around, 

Heroically humble, didſt fubmit 

Thy paſſions to the Sov'reign's righteous will; 
Soit blew the wind, and gently flow'd the ſtream, 
Whilſt ſympathizing nature made a pauſe 

In deep attention to thy moral ſong. 

SEE *twixt yon parting clouds the beaming light! 
The moon, o'er yon high hill, heaves her broad diſk: 
Come, heav'nly light, enliv'ning radiance, come, 
Illumine, with thy ray, the azure vault: 

How pleaſant, how tranſporting is the ſcene! 

How ſprightly ſhine the ſtars, and glitt'ring roll, 
By ſounds of myſtick harmony inform'd, | 
I hro' trackleſs zther in their orbits wide! 
Hark, utherd in by joy's tumultuous voice, 
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Wakes the loud muſick in yon diſtant tow'r: 
On Eurus' wing the rapid ſounds aſpire, _ 
The mighty concert ſhakes the troubled ſky: 
Tis ſo—This night to thee, great Cumbria's prince, 
In folemn mirth, Britannia conſecrates, 
To thee—whole ſword, vindictive of our rights, 
Chaſtis'd rebellion's inſolence, and quell'd 
Her ſavage numbers on the well-fought plain. ; 
They ceaſe—yet more harmonious ſounds tucceed, 
While Philomela, from the neighbouring bay, 
Wailing, renews her ſolitary ſong; 
Borne on the ſwelling gale, her gentle note, 
Softens the murmurs of the dying breeze. 
This, ſure the ſcene that raviſh'd Shakeſpear's eye, 
W hoſe ꝗ dreaming Muſe, in ſweet confuſion, leads 
The well-pleas'd reader thro” the umber'd plain, 
O'er hill, o'er dale, befide the ruſhy brook, 
Lur'd with the muſick of his fairy ſong. 
O! could I equal his majeſtic itrain! 
Full oft I'd wander thro? the chequer'd grove, 
And paint the beauties of th' enchanting ſcene; 
Spontaneous, ſhould th'untutor'd numbers flow, 
80 juſt, ſo noble, that e' en Phoebus” ſelf, 
Tho' my glad verſe exalts his rival's praiſe, 
Should, with unfading laurel, wreathe my brow. 


} Midſammer Night's Dream, 
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CAE? KAI UNO UNI EUN? 
The Winter's Walk. | 


EHOLD, my fair, wher&er we rore, 
What dreary proſpects round us riſes; © © 
The naked hill, the leafleſs grove, | 
The hoary ground, the frowning ſkies} 


Nor only through the waſted plain, 
Stern Winter, is thy force confeſs'd; 
Still wider ſpreads thy horrid reign, 
I feel thy pow'r uſurp my breaſt. 


Enliv'ning hope and fond deſire, 
Reſign the heart to ſpleen and care, 
Scarce frighted love maintains her fire, 
And rapture faddens to deſpair. 


In groundleſs hope, and cauſeleſs fear, 
Unhappy man! behold thy doom 
Still changing with the changeful year, 

The ſlave of ſunſhine and of gloom. 


Tir'd with vain joys, and falſe alarms, 


With mental and corporeal ſtrife, 


_ Snatch me, my Stella, to thy arms, 


Ani fcreen me from the ills of life. 
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NANA NN NEN N d REY waere, 7 
The Farmer's Blunder. | 


Farmer once to London went, 

To pay the worthy ſquire his rent: 
He comes, —he knocks, —ſoon entrance gains, 
| Who at the door ſuch gueſt detains ? 

Forth ſtruts the *ſquire, exceeding ſmart; 
Farmer, you're welcome to my heart: 

* You've brought my rent then?—To a hair, 
The beſt of tenants, I declare.“ 

The ſtew'rd was call'd, th'accounts made even, 
The money paid, receipt was given: 

© Well, quoth the 'ſquire, now you ſhall ſtay 
„And dine with me, old friend, to-day ;.. 

© P've here ſome ladies, wond'rous pretty, 
And pleaſant ſparks, PII warn't will fit thee.” 
He ſcratch'd his ears, and held his hat, 
And faid, © No, zur, two words to that. 

© For look, d'ye zee, when: Ize to dine, 

© With: gentleſolks 20 cruel fine, 

© I do uſe to make (and 'tis no wonder). 

© In deed, or word, ſome plaguy blunder, 

* Zo, if your honour will permit, 

I'll with your zervants pick a bit,'— 

Pho, fays the fquite, it ſhan't be done,” 
And to the parlour puſh'd him on. 

To all around he nods and ſcrapes, 

Not waiting-maid or butler *ſcapes, 

With often bidding takes his ſeat, 

But at a diſtance mighty great. 

'Fho? often a{k'd to draw his chair, 

He nods, nor comes an inch more near. 
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By madam ſerv'd with body hended, 
With knife and fork and arms extended, 
He reach'd as tar as &er was able, 
To plate that over-hung the table. 
With little morſels cheats his chops, 
And in the paſſage ſome he drops. 
To thew where moſt his heart inclin'd, 
He talk&'d and drank to John behind. 
When drank to in the modiſh way, 
* Your love's ſufficient, zur, he'd ſay; 
And to be thought a man of manners, 
Still roſe to make his. awkward honours. 
© Pilh, ſays the ſquire, pray keep your fitting,” 
No, no, he cries, zur, tis not fitting, 
© 'Tho' I'm no ſchelard varſed in letters, 
I know my duty to my betters.” 

iuch mirth the farmer's. ways afford, 
And hearty Bughs go reund the board, 
Thus the firit courſe was ended—wel 
But at the next—ah! what befel, 
The diſhes now were timely plac'd, 
And table with freſh lux'ry grac'd. 
When drank to by a neighb'ring charmer, 
Up, as was uſual, ſtands the farmer. 
A wag, to carry on the joke, 
Thus to his ſervant ſoftly ſpoke: 

Come hither, Dick, ſtep gently there, 
« And pull away ee chair :? 
"Tis done, his congee made, the clown 
Draws back, and ſtoops to fit him down; 
But by poſteriors over-weigh'd, 

And of his truſty ſeat betfay'd, 

As men at twigs in river ſprawling, 

He catch'd the cloth to fave his falling. 
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In vain—ſad fortune, down he's wallow'd, 
And rattling all the diſhes follow'd. _ 
The foplings loſt their little wits, 
The ladies ſquall'd, ſome fell in fits. 
Here tu:nbled turkies, tarts and widgeons, 
And there minc d pies, and geeſe and pidgeons. 
A pear pye on his belly drops. 
A cuſtard pudding met his chops. 
Lord! what ado *cwixt belles and beaus! 
Some curſe, ſome cry, and rub their cloaths. 
This lady raves, and that looks down, 
And weeps and wails her ſpatter'd gown. 
One ſpark bemoans beſpatter'd waiſtcoat, 
One, rot him, cries, he's ſpoil'd my lac'd coat. 
Amidit the rout the farmer long 
The pudding ſuck'd, and held his tongue. 
At length he gets him on his breech, 
And ſcrabbles up to make his ſpeech, 
Firſt ſcrapes eyes, mouth and noſtril twangs, 
Then ſmacks his fingers, and harangues. 
© Plague tak't—Ize told you how *twould be, 
© Luck here's a pickle, zurs, d'ye fee; 
© And ſome I'll warrant that makes this chatter, 
© Have cloaths daub'd with greas and batter, 
That coſt ——He had gone on, but here 
Was ſtopt at once in his career. 
Peace, brute! begone, the ladies cry. 
The beaux exclaim, * Fly, raſcal, fly.'— 
III tear his eyes out, ſqueaks Mits Dolly, 
Tl pink. his ſoul out, roars a bully.— - 
At this the farmer ſhrinks for fear, 
And thinking 'twas ill tarrying here, 
Shabs off, and cries, * Ay! kill me then, 
* Whenc'er. you catch me here again.“ 
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So home he joggs, and leaves the ſquire 
To cool the ſpark's and ladies' ire, 
Well! here ends my tale, and now V1! try, 
Like Prior, ſomething to apply. 
This may teach rulers of a nation, 
Neer to place men above their ſtation; 
And this may ſhew the wanton wit, 
That whilſt he bites he may be bit. 


On ſeeing a Scull. 


HIS preacher, ſilent yet ſevere, 
Proclaims mortality to man; 
Thou, like this emblem, ſhalt appear, 
When time has meafur'd out thy ſpan. 
Here once was fix'd the dimpled cheek, 
And from this fallow naked crown, 
The curling honours, long and fleek, 
Fell light and negligently down. 
This part once fortify'd the brain, 
The ſeat of fenſe in ages fled; 
From whence might flow the raptur'd ſtrain, 
Or truths, by ſacred ſcience bred. 
Here hung the lips that once cou'd ſmile, 
And here were fix'd the orbs of 1; ght; ; 
Extinguiſh'd now, corrupt and vile, 
Suffus'd in everlaſting night. 
Behold! the ſocket's empty ſpace 
Affrights the yet perceiving eye; 
And ſpreads pale horror o'er the face 
Of all who live, alas! to die. 
Here yet remain, expos'd and bare, 
By duſt defild of earthly hue, 
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Thoſe teeth that age vouchſaf'd to ſpare, 
An uſeleſs and a mould'ring few. 
Gay friend, here hung the liſt'ning ear, 
That fed the ſoul with ſenſe, by ſound; 
Here the loquacious tongue, and here 
The noſe, on this diſtorted wound. 
Theſe all had converſe with the ſoul, 
Myſterious work of heav'nly ſkill; 
Clay join'd to ſpirit form'd a whole, 
And quicken'd duſt obey'd the will. 
God call'd the life he lent away, 
The duſt return'd from whence it came; 
The ſpirit left the ſtiff'ning clay, 
And death diſſolv'd the wond*rous frame. 
Be witty, mortal, bold and free, 
Yet own thy knowledge centers here; 
Ere long thy ſcalp like this ſhall be, 
Not worth the ſordid ſexton's care. 
This once, perhaps, a ſtateſman's ſchemes 
Of guilty wealth and power contain d, 
Where now are all his flattering dreams? 
And whoſe the mighty ſums he gain'd ? 
Perhaps ſome former Garrick bore . 
This ſcalp aloft with graceful pride, 
Alas! his action charms no more, 
That once new force to wit ſupply'd. 
Perhaps, with cunning quibbles fill'd, 
Twas once a Jawyer's—arch and dry: 
To obviate every claim, tho? ſkill'd, 
He paid one debt, decreed to die. 
Perhaps fome baughty beauty's charms 
Adorn'd this bone with white and red; 
No more the nymph the. wocld alarms, 
The lillics and the roſes fled. 
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Perhaps a crown theſe temples bound, 
Before it ſubjecbh nations bow'd; 
Now undiſtinguiſh'd, in the ground, 
The beggar tramples on the proud. 
What cauſe has mortal fleſh to boaſt 
Of tranſient knowledge, wealth, and pow'r # 
The ſummons comes, our breath is loſt, 
And all are nothing in an hour. 
All, all mult paſs this dreary road 
To duſt and filence, cold and gloom; 
All reſt in one obſcure abode, 
The dwelling of the world, the tomb. 
O thou whoſe gift is life! beſtow 
Yet more in virtue and in truth, 
And lead me thro? this vale of woe, | 
The ſtaff of age, and guide of youth. 
Suſtain me in the mortal hour, 
For then 'tis time alone to ſave; 
Then let me triumph in thy pow'r, 
A joyful victor o'er the grave. 
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A new Receipt to tame a Shrew. 


- 


Hakeſpear's receipt to tame a Shrew, 
May ſometimes, but won't always do; 
If bare aſſertion's not enough, 

The following tale affords a. proof. 

RicaaRD ſpy'd John, and call'd out to him; 
He was ſo chang'd, John ſcarcely knew him: 
Once he was briſk, and gay, and merry; 

His eyes were floes, his cheeks were cherry; 
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He us'd to laugh, and dance, and ſing; 
Now he was quite another thing. 

Pale were his cheeks, his eyes were dim; 
His cloaths too big by halt for him; 

He ſigh'd as if his heart was broke; 

He ſigh'd, alas! but ſeldom ſpoke. 

John was amaz'd, and thought it ſtrange- 
To find in Dick this ſudden change: 
Whence could this alteration: come? 

He ſpoke to Dick, but Dick was dumb. 
Poor Ball, friend Richard, is't not ſo? 
Ball is elop'd. Quoth Richard, No. 

Is Gripe, your good old uncle, dead ? 
Dick anſwer'd, No, and ſhook his head. 
Why then, I'll lay my life that Sally, 

(You two together us'd to dally) 

Has ſent you home a babe to nurſe—— |, 
Ha! Dick? Dick anſwer'd ten times worſe: 
Silent ſome moments hete he tarry'd, - 
Then, Oh! ſays Dick, Oh! John! Pm marry'd. 
Marry'd? Ay.—Say'ſt, thow-ſo my boy? 
With all my heart I wiſh thee joy! 

Joy does no more to me belong. 

How ſo? Oh! Kate has ſuch a tongue, 
She contradicts whate'er I tell her; 

Keeps both the keys of purſe and cellar; 
Lives as ſhe liſts, but all won't do, 

| She ſnubs me loud; before folks too; 
And, if I chance to ſtay out late, 

I muſt be catechis'd by Kate. 

Some method ſhould be try'd, ſays John. 
Method! quoth Dick? There is but one: 
Acroſs our {table hangs a ſhelf—— 
Thou doit not mean to hang thyſelf? 
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Yes; death alone mnſt end my ſorrow ! 
Adieu, dear John, I die to-morrow. 
What! hang thyſelf? *cauſe Kate is curſt * 
Egad, I'd fee Kate hang'd up firſt. 

Friend Dick! this talk is monſtrous idle; 
Try a good horſe-whip, or a bridle: 
You find, old Jobſon in the farce 
Prevented thus domeitic jars ;- 

When Nell, his wife, let looſe her clapper, 
He us'd moſt heartily to ſtrap her, 

And, by this ufage, we are told, 
Tam'd Loverule's wife, a noted: ſcold: 
Richard, try thou one hearty banging ;z 
If that ſhould-fail, then. talk of hanging. 
Richard reply'd, what thou adviſeſt, 
Friend John, to me ſeems beſt and wiſeſt. 
Who knows, it may ſuffice, perhap, 

Only to ſhow my wife the ſtrap ? 
Howe'er, LIl with diſcretion deal it, 

As Kate requires, ts ſee, or feel it. 

Here they broke off, and ſet a trudging;. 
Dick to his wife, John to his lodging. 

KATE was a luſty, ſtout virago, 

Pamper'd herſelf with ſoup and ſago, 
And was, the neighbours all agree, 

A. match for two ſuch men as he. 

Thus it appears; read but the ſequel ; 
Vou' H find, Dick was not near her equal: 
For he to John foon after goes, - 
A plaiſter ſtuck quite croſs his noſe, 
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His face up to his eyes was ſwell'd, ; 
The ſadlieſt chat you c'er beheld; | ; 
Back, belly, ſides, in ſhort, all-o'er- 
The man was ſo confounded.ſore,, | 9 
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He could not bear the gentlieſt touch 

And ſcarce could go without a crutch.. 
Mercy! cry'd John, Whence did this happen? 
Quoth Dick, Twas you told me of ſtrapping ;. 
And, but for following your advice, 

I had been hang'd, and *ſcap'd all this. 

Alack a day! why, Kate no ſooner 

Found that I was about to tune her, 

But it enrag'd her ſo, and vext her, 

That ſhe lay'd hold of what came next her, 
Stools, tables, fauce- pans, plates and chairs, 
Flew, thick as baih, about my ears. 

She call'd me bold, rebellious fool; 

Aſk'd, why ſhe marry'd, but to rule; 

And with her talons, and her fiſt, 

Has ſcratch'd and bruis'd me, as thou ſeeſt; 
Therefore, to ſhun all future ſorrow, 

Depend- upon't, P11 hang to-morrow. 

Here John began a grave diſcourſe, 

Art ſometimes triumphs over force; 

Towns that by ſtorm would ne'er be ſhaken, 
Have by blockade (mind that!) been taken;. 
People muſt eat, Pick, elſe they die; | 

(Firſt we affirm, and then apply;) 


Thus Dick ſhould'ſt thou with-hold that thing, 


Without which life's not worth poſſeſſing. 
'Spite of her furious temper, Kate 
Wou'd, by degrees, capitulate. 

Only let careful queſt be made 

Ty intercept all foreign aid, 

And tho' ſhe be a luſty warriour, 

And thou haſt had the luck to marry her, 
Aſtairs will for the better alter, 

Take my advice, and burn thy halter. 
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Richard, as we may learn from hence, 
Thinking no more than literal ſenſe, 
Reply'd, Thou art a ſimple-tony, 

I told thee, Kate keeps all the money; 
Therefore 'tis vain what you obſerve ; 
Not ſhe, but Iam like to ſtarve. 

J mean, — ſaid John,—and whiſper'd low, 
But what, we could not juſt then know. 
Howe'er, you'll doubtleſs, by th? evem, 
Along with us, gueſs what it meant, 
Few weeks were paſt, the neighbours tell, 
Ere Dick had play'd his part fo. well, 
That, for the future, Kate abhorr'd 

To lift her hand againſt her lord; 
Inſtead of thund' ring words, they hear 
What time d'ye pleaſe to dine, my dear? 
If Dick but points towards the door, 
Kate knows the bint, nor waits for more. 
Things in their proper courſe go on, 
And Dick in raptures runs to John. 


eso ec N dbu 4H 
The Rofe.. 


AIR roſe! whoſe lively glow the fancy warms, 

Bright with a thouſand tranſitory charmsz 
Gay, bluſhing ſweetneſs; lovely fragrant thing; 
Thy riſe, thy flouriſh, and thy fall, I ſing. 

TRE vernal ſun now, with a brighter ray, 

Shed o'er the plain a more refulgent day 
The dropping clouds their grateful ſhow'rs diſtill d; 
The genial zephyrs warm'd the happy field, 
Unlock 'd Earth's fertile womb, fo. calling forth 
og various vegetating tribes. to birth; 
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Now up the rigid veins, in wonted courſe. 
Slowly aſcends the vital ſap, by force 
Abſorbent drawn; now here and there appear 
The tender buds, and ſpeak the ſummer near; 
And now the freſh unfolding leaves adorn, 
With a gay veil of green, the ſpiky thorn. 

THE ſummer dawns, and now the potent ray 
Exalts thy ſweets, and calls thee forth to day; 

In fragrance rich, in loveheſt colours clad, 

Thy glowing boſom to the ſunbeam ſpread, 
Charm'd we behold thee; grateful odours riſe, 
And on ſoft-ſwelling gales aſcend the ſkies. 
Beauteous all o'er the lowly ſhrub is ſeen ; 
The crimſon bloſſom, and the foliage green, 
Smiling with ſweet diverſity appear, 

The brighteſt glory of the blooming year. 

Bu r ah! dear ſhort-liv'd ſubject of my verſe, 
Why fade thy charms while I their ſweets rehearſe & 
Frail tranſient beauty of a ſummer's day, 

At once Iſing thy bloom, and mourn thy quick decay- 
No more thy leaves. drink up the morning dew; 
No more thy bright vermilion taint we view; 

No more a grateful fragrance canſt thou boaſt; 
Uſeleſs thou ly'ſt, thy every glory loſt. | 

SwEET flower in thy decay too plain I ſee 
Th' inevitable fate that waits on me. 

Yet ſome poor minutes hence (the powers divine 
Can tell how many) and thy fate is mine. 

Should lively vigour for a while remain, 

Nor by pale fickneſs hurt, nor racking pain, 

Soon ſhall old - age this healthful bloom. deſtroy, 
And waſte with rigid hand life's every joy; | 
Youth's pleaſing follies, love's ſweet cares be oer, 
Aud the once · tuneful mule inſpire no mores; 
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Feebler each pulſe, and fainter every breath, 
Till, with victorious hand, impartial Death, 
Severely kind, ſtop ſhort the doubtful ſtrife, 
And terminate the long diſeaſe of life. 

Tov too, my Celia, dear, adored maid ! | 
Ev*n thou (a lovelier though the gods ne'er. ma de) 
Muſt: yield to cruel time's-wide-waſting rage, 

And feel the preſſure of invading age. 

But there's a beauty which can time defy. 
'The beauty of the foul can'never die. 

While others glory in a matchleſs face, 

Too negligent of each ſuperior grace, 

Be god-like virtue your peculiar care; 
Virtue alone can make divinely fair. 

WHen beauty's charms decay, as ſoon they muſtʒ 
And all its glory's humbled in the duſt, 

The virtuous mind, beyond the rage of time, 
Shall ever bloſſom in a happier elime, 

Whoſe never · ſading joys no tongue can tell, 
Where everlaſting youth and beauty dwell; 
Where pain and ſorrow never more ſhall move, 
| But all is pleaſure, harmony, and love. 


of Bod e. Rf Rf . x. f. 
On Mirth: 


ET others, anxious for Rn name, 

Bow down ſubmiſſive at the gate of fame; 
Immortal wreaths beſeech her to entwine, 
And make their future memories divine; 
What boots the bubble praiſe that fame can give, 
That praiſe unheard, when they no longer live! 
As to myſelf, when I reſign my breath, 
And lie extended in the houſe of Death, 
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I value not what friend (if friend I have) 
With fading flowers may idly dreſs my grave; 
Or who awhile may quote my trifling lays, 
And kindly give ſome little ſhare of praiſe: 
So little fond of what the world calls Fame, 
As dies my body, ſo I wiſh my name. 

Mean while, each briſk emotion as J feel, 
P11 pay with Mirth, and trip up Sorrow's heel. 
Sure ſome blithe ſpirit ſmiPd upon my birth; 
For ſince J rambled on this ſpeck of earth, 
Pye lov'd to laugh, tho' Care ſtood frowning by, 
And pale Misfortune roll'd her meager eye. 

WHILE eaſy Conſcience builds her eaſy neſt 
Within my boſom, and fits there at reſt, 
Why not indulge the ſallies of the ſoul ? 
Why ſtop the tides of pleaſure as they roll? 
Shall peeviſh veterans, of rigid mould, 
Who think all wiſdom. center'd in the old, 
Shall ſuch (though aged merit I revere) 
Blockade my fancy in its bold career ? 
No:—light of heart, as long as health remains, 
And guides her puppet ſpirits through my veins; 
Thre' life's thick+buſtle I will edge my way, 
And join the laughing chorus of the day: - 
Though ſhort liv'd wit ſhould ridicule my name, 
And*ftrive to brand me with the mark of ſhame; 
Though fools, who form no judgment of their own, 
Whom nature never meant to think alone; 
Who deal out praife at random, or condemn 
(Or right, or wrong, tis all the fame to them) 
Though ſuch inſult me, calmly ſhall I fit, 
And grin at folly, as I laugh at wit. 

Wirz juſt ſo much religion in my heart, 
As will, I truſt, ſecure my deathleſs part; 
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With pure contentment ever in my ſight, 

That makes the weight of poverty ſeem light; 
With two ſuch friends, ye grave ones, tell me why, 
Tell me, in ſober ſadneſs, ſhall I cry? 
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| The Modern Fine Gentleman. 


UST brought from ſchool, pert, impudent, and 
| raw, 
Expert in Latin, more expert in taw, 
His honour poſts o'er Italy and France, 
Meaſures St. Peter's dome, and learns to dance. 
Thence, having quick thro' various countries flown, 
Glean'd all their follies and expos'd his own; 
He back returns, a thing ſo ſtrange all o er, 
As never ages paſt produc'd before: 
A monſter of ſuch complicated worth, 
As no one ſingle clime could e' er bring forth: 
Half atheiſt, papiſt, gameſter, bubble, rook, 
Half fidler, coachman, dancer, groom, and cook. 
NE x r, becauſe buſineſs now is all in vogue, 
And who'd be quite polite muſt be a rogue, 
In parliament he purchaſes a ſeat, 
To make the accompliſh'd gentleman compleat. 
There ſafe in ſelf· fufficient impudence, 
Without experience, honeſty, or ſenſe, 
_ Unknowing in her int'reſt, trade, or laws, 
He vainly undertakes his country's cauſe ; 
Forth from his lips, prepar'd at all to rail 
Torrents of nonſenſe burſt, like bottled ale, 
Tho? ſhallow, muddy; briſk, tho? mighty dull; 
Fierce without ſtrength; o'crflowing, tho' not full. 
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Now quite a Frenchman in his garb and air, 
His neck yok'd down with bag and folitaire, 
The liberties of Britain. he ſupports, 

And ſtorms at place-men, miniſters, and courts; 
Now in cropt greaſy hair, and leather breeches, 
He loudly bellows out his patriot ſpeeches; 

Kings, Lords, and Commons ventures to abuſe, 
Yet dares to ſhew thoſe ears he ought to loſe, 
From hence to White's our virtuous Cato flies, | 
There ſits with countenance erect and wiſe, 5 
And talks of games of whiſt, and pig- tail ties. 
Plays all the night, nor doubts each law to break, 
Himſelf unknowingly has -help'd to make; 
Trembling and anxious, ſtakes his utmoſt groat, 
Peeps o'er his cards, and looks as if he thought; 
Next morn diſowns the loſſes of the night, 
Becauſe the fool would fain be thought a bite. 

DevorTED thus to politics and cards, 

Nor mirth, nor wine, nor women, he regards; 
50 far is ev ry virtue from his heart, 

That not a gen'rous vice can claim a part; 
Nay, leſt one human paſſion e'er ſhould move 
His ſoul to friendſhip, tenderneſs, or love, 
To Figg and Broughton he commits his breaſt, 
To ſteel it to the faſhionable teſt. 

Tuus poor in wealth, he labours to no end, 
Wretched alone, in crowds without a friend; 
Inſenſible to all that's good or kind, 

Deaf to all merit, to all beauty blind; 

For love too buſy, and for wit too grave, 

A harden'd, ſober, proud, luxurious knave, 

By little actions ſtriving to be great, 

And proud to be, and to be thought a cheat. 
Av yet in this ſo bad is his ſucceſs, 

That as his fame improves, his rents grow leſs ; 
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On parchment wings his acres take their flight, 
And his unpeopled groves admit the light; 
With his eſtate his int'reſt too is done, 


His honeſt borough ſeeks a warmer ſun; 


For him, now caſh and liquor flows no more, 
His independent voters ceaſe to roar: 
And Britain ſoon muſt want the great defence 


Of all his honefty and eloquence, 


But that the gen'rous youth, more anxious grown ? | 


For public liberty, than for his own, 

Marries ſome jointur'd antiquated crone: 

And boldly, when his country is at ſtake, 

Braves the deep yawning gulph, like Cortius, for its 
fake. 
UICKLY again diftreſs'd for want of coin, 

He digs no longer in th' exhauſted mine, 


Cringes eack morn at levees, bows at court, 
And, from the hand he hates, implores ſupport: 
The miniſter, well pleas'd at ſmall expence 

To ſilence fo much rude impertinence, 

With ſqueeſe and whiſper yields to his demands, 
And on the venal liſt inroll'd he ſtands; 


A ribband and a penſion buy the fave, 
This bribes the fool about him, that the knave. 


But ſeeks preferment, as the laſt reſort, 5 | 


And now, arriv'd at his meridian glory, 


He ſinks apace, defpis'd by Whig and Tory; 
Of independence now he talks no more, 

Nor ſhakes the ſenate with his patriot roar, 

But ſilent votes, and, with court-trappings hung, 
Eyes his own glitt'ring ſtar, and holds his tongue. 
In craft political a bankrupt made, 

He ſticks to gaming, as the ſurer trade: 

Turns downright ſharper, lives by ſucking blood, 
And grows, in ſhort, the very thing he would: 
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Hunts out young heirs, who have their fortuncs _ 


ſpent, 
And lends them ready caſh at cent per cent, 
Lays wagers on his own, and others' lives, 
Fights uncles, fathers, grandmothers and wives, 
Till death, at length indignant to be made 
The daily ſubject of his ſport and trade, 
Veils with his ſable hand the wretch's eyes, 
Who, N for the betts he loſes, dies. 


b. .de. Oe WN. Sf . 0 
The  Rookery. 


H thou who dwell'ſt upon the bough, 
Whoſe tree does wave its verdant brow, 
And ſpreading ſhades the diſtant brook, 
Accept theſe lines, dear ſiſter Rook! 
And when thou'ſt read my mournful lay, 
Extend thy wing and fly away, 
Leſt pinion- maim'd by fiery ſhot, 
Thou ſhould'ſt like me bewail thy lot; 
Leſt in thy rook'ry be renew'd, 
The tragic ſcene which here J view'd. 
THE day declin'd, the evening breeze 
Gently rock'd the ſilent trees, 
While ſpreading o'er my peopled oy 
I huſt'd my callow young to reſt: 
When ſuddenly an hoſtile ſound, 
Exploſion dire! was heard around: 
And levePd by the hand of Fate, 
The angry bullets pierc'd my mate; 
I faw him fall from ſpray to ſpray, 
Till on the diſtant ground he lay: 
L. 
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With tortur'd wing he beat the plain, 
And never caw'd to me again. 

Many a neighbour, many a friend, 
Deform'd with wounds, invok'd their end: 
All ſcreaming, omen'd notes of woe, 
*Gainſt man our unrelenting foe: 

Theſe eyes beheld my pretty brood, 
Flutt'ring in their guiltleſs blood: 
While trembling on the ſhatter'd tree, 
At length the gun invaded me; 

But wayward Fate, ſeverely kind, 
Refus'd the death I wiſh'd to find: 

Oh! farewell pleaſure; peace, farewell, 
And with. the gory raven dwell. 

Was it for this I ſhun'd retreat, 

And fix'd near man my ſocial ſeat! 

For this deſtroy'd the inſect train, 
That eat unſeen the infant grain! 

For this, with many an honeſt note, 
ITuing from my artleſs throat, 

I chear'd my lady, liſt'ning near, 
Working in her elbow chair! 


eee 
| The Bee and the Friend, 


J. 
NDU”D with all that could adorn 
Or bleſs, the firſt and faireſt born! 
A foul! that looks fuperior down, 
Let giddy foitune {mile or frown; 
With age's wiſdom, not her years, | | 
Stella, all excellence appears; | 
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Then, who can blame me, if I blend 
The name of Lover with the Friend? 
| 2 
Lixe Noah's dove, my buſy breaſt 
Has rov'd to find a place of reſt! 
Some faithful boſom, to repoſe, 
And buſh, the family of woes. | 
Then, do I dream? or, have I found 
The fair and hoſpitable ground? 
Ah! quit your ſex's rules, and lend 
A Lover's wiſhes to the Friend. 
III. 

Abſence I try'd, — but try'd in vain! 
It heals not, but upbraids my pain; 
For thee! I'd bear the reaper's toil; 
For thee! conſume the midnight oil; 
Then, to your judgment, wou'd I owe 
All that I read, and write, and know; 
Can thoſe who wiſh, like me, pretend 
To part the Lover and the Friend ? 

, MM 
Come, then! and let us dare to prove 
Diſintereſted ſweets of love; 
For, gen'rous love no dwelling finds 
In poor and mercenary minds: 
Laugh at life's idle flutt'ring things; 
Look down with pity upon kings; 
Careleſs! who like, or diſcommend, 
Bleſt in the Lover and the Friend! 

© TY: 

Oh! come, and we'll together haſte, 
O'er life's uncomfortable waſte : 
Bear the ſharp thorn, to find the roſe, 
And ſmile at tranſitory woes; 
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Keep the bright goal of hope in view, 
Nor look behind, as others do; 

Till death, and only death, ſhall end 

At once the Lover and the Friend. 


- {(Þ3 {Þ3{) 6 {Þ6 


I tranſlation of a little Sonnet wrote by Plato, in his 
younger time of life, and preſerved by Diogenes 
Laertius. | 


AKE the gift that I beſtow, 
Catch this apple that I throw; 
Part of the heap, my faireſt ſee, 

The heap I've treaſur'd up for thee. 


Take it, and my offer'd love 
If, beſide, thou doſt approve, 
In kind return to my bleſt arms 
Yield up the treaſure.of thy charms. 2 


But if (how that But I hate! 

Be it not confirm'd by fate!) 
Thou favour'ſt not my am'rous ſuit, 
Still take my preſent of the fruit. 


Think when thou behold'ſt its bloom, 
What to-morrow 'twill become: 
Think, that, if eaten not to day, 
To teeth of Time *twill fall a prey. 
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Ode to Fancy. 


, PARENT of each lovely muſe! 
() Thy ſpirit o'er my ſoul diffuſe 
O'er all my artleſs ſongs preſide; - 
My footſteps to. thy temple guide, | 
To offer, at thy turt-built ſhrine, 

In golden cups no coſtly wine, 

No murder'd fatling of the flock, 

But flow'rs and honey from the rock: 

O Nymph with looſely- flowing hair, 
With buſkin'd leg and boſom bare, 

Thy waiſt with myrtle girdle bound, 
Thy brows with Indian feathers crown'd, 
Waving in thy ſnowy hand 

An all- commanding magic wand, 

Of pow'r to bid freſh garlands blow 
Mid chearleſs Lapland's barren ſnow; 
Whoſe rapid wings thy flight convey 
Thro' air, and over earth and ſea; 

While the vaſt various landſcape lies 
Conſpicuous to thy piercing eyes: 

O lover of the deſart, hail! 

Say, in what deep and pathleſs vale, 

Or on what hoary mountain's ſide, 

Midſt falls of water, you reſide; 

Midſt broken rocks, a rugged ſcene! 
With green and graſſy dales between; 
Midſt foreſts dark of aged oak, 

Ne'er echoing with the woodman's ſtroke z. 
Where never human art appear'd, 

Nor ev'n one ſtraw-roof'd cot was rear'd; 
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Where Nature ſeems to fit alone, 
Majeſtic on a craggy throne: 

Tell me the path, ſweet wand'rer ! tell, 
To thy unknown ſequeſter'd cell, 
Where woodbines cluſter round the door, 
Where ſhells and moſs o'erlay the floor, 
And on whole top an hawthocn blows, 
Amid whoſe thickly-woven boughs 
Some nightingale ſtill builds her neſt, 
Each ev'ning warb'ling thee to reſt. 
'Then lay me by the haunted ſtream, 
Wrapt.in fome wild poetic dream, 

In converſe while methinks I rove 

With Spenſer thro' a faery grove; . 

Till ſuddenly awak'd, I hear- 

Strange muſic whiſper'd in my ear, 
And my glad foul in bliſs is drown'd, 
By the ſweetly ſoothing ſound! 

Me, Goddeſs, by the right-hand lead, 
Sometimes thro” the yellow mead, 
Where Joy and white-rob'd Peace reſort, 
And Venus keeps her feſtive court; 
Where Mirth and Youth each ev'ning meet, 
And lightly trip with nimble feet, 
Nodding their lilly-crowned heads; 
Where Laughter roſe-lip'd Hebe leads; 
Where Echo walks ſteep hills among, 
LiſPning to the thepherd's ſong. 

VE r not theſe ſlow'ry fields of joy 
Can long my penſive mind employ; 
Haſte, Fancy, from the ſcenes of folty 
To meet the matron Melancholy, 
Goddeſs of the tearful eye, ; 
That loves to fold her arms and figh. 
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Let us with ſilent footſteps go, 
To charnels, and the houſe of woe; 
To Gothic churches, vaults, and tombs, 
Where each ſad night ſome virgin comes, 
With throbbing breaſt, and faded cheek, 
Her promis'd bridegroom's urn to ſeek: 
Or to ſome abbey's mould' ring tow'rs, 
Where to avoid cold wintry ſhow'rs, 
The naked beggar ſhiv'ring lies, 
While whiſtling tempeſts round her riſe, 
And trembles leſt the tott'ring wall 
Should on her ſleeping infants fall. 
Now let us louder ſtrike the lyre, 
For my heart. glows with martial fire; 
I feel, I feel, with ſudden heat, 
My big tumultuous boſom beat: 
The trumpet's clangours pierce my ear; 
A thouſand widows? ſhrieks I hear: 
“Give me another horſe,” I cry, 
Lo] the baſe Gallie ſquadrons fly.” 
Whence is this rage? — what ſpirit, ſay, 
To battle hurries me away? - 
"Tis Fancy, in her fiery car, 
Tranſports me to the thickeſt war; 
There whirles me o'er the hills of ſlain, 
Where tumult and deſtruction reign; 
Where, mad with. pain, the wounded ſteed 
Tramples the dying and the dead; 
Where giant Terror ſtalks around, 
With ſullen joy ſurveys the ground, 
And pointing to th' enſanguin'd field, 
Shakes his dreadful Gorgon-ſhield! 

O cvipe me from this horrid ſcene 
To high-arch'd walks and alleys green, 
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Which lovely Laura ſeeks, to ſhun 
The fervours of the mid-day ſun : 

The pangs of abſence, O remove! 

For thou can'ſt place me near my love; 
Can'ſt fold in viſionary bliſs, 

And let me think I ſteal a kiſs; 

While her ruby lips diſpence 

Luſcious nectar's quinteſſence! 

When young-ey'd Spring profuſely throws. 
From her green lap the pink and roſe; 
When the ſoft turtle of the dale 

To Summer tells her tender tale; 

When Autumn cooling caverns ſeeks, 
And ſtains with wine his jolly cheeks; 
When Winter, like poor pilgrim old, 
Shakes his filver beard with cold; 

At ev'ry ſeaſon let my ear 

Thy ſolemn whiſpers, Fancy, hear. 

O warm, enthuſiaſtic Maid! 

Without thy powerful vital aid, 

That breathes an energy divine, 

That gives a ſoul to ev'ry line, 

Ne'er may I ſtrive with lips profane 

To utter an unhallow'd ſtrain, 

Nor dare to touch the ſacred ſtring, 
gare when with ſmiles thou bidſt me ſing. 
O hear our pray'r! O hither come 
From thy lamented Shakeſpeare's tomb, 
On which thou lov'ſt to fit at eve, 
Muſing o'er thy darling's grave: 

O queen of numbers, once again 
Animate ſome choſen ſwain, 

Who, ſill'd with unexhauſted fire, 

May boldly ſmite the ſounding lyre, 
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May riſe above the rhyming throng, 
And with ſome new unequall'd ſong 
O'er all our liſt'ning paſſions reign, 
O'erwhelm our ſouls with joy and pain, 
With terror ſhake, with pity move, 
Rouze with revenge, or melt with love: 
O deign t'attend his ev'ning walk; ba 
With him in groves and grottos talk: 
Teach him to ſcorn with frigid art 
Feebly to touch th' unraptur'd heart; 
Like lightning, let his mighty verſe - 
The boſom's inmoſt foldings pierce; 
With native beauties win applauſe, 
Beyond cold critic's ſtudy'd laws: 

O let each Muſe's fame encreaſe, 

O bid Britannia rival Greece! 


SS 
The Mouſe and Oyſters. 
9 WAS when the veil of night o'erſpread the 


_ plain, 
When bats and fairies, mice and Morpheus reign; 
When lab'ring herds forget the toils of day, 
And Philomel begins her love-fick lay; 
While the huſh winds in peaceful ſlumbers dwell, , 
And beding crickets ſound the midnight bell; 
"Twas then a daring mouſe, that long defy'd 
The various ſtratagems which Kate had try'd, 
His deſtin*d doom receiv'd; for ſoon or late 
Both mice and monarchs muſt ſubmit to fate, 
Oft was the morn with filver luſtre crown'd, 
Since the nocturnal pirate walk'd his round: 
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Soon as his foe, the ſun, had took his flight, 
Trips forth the little champion of the night 
With cautious tread, ſecure from fell miſhap. 
Of puſs, of poiſon, or tremendous trap; 

Still at the head of his rapacious clan, 

He ſkipp'd from ſhelf to ſhelf, and pan to pan; 
With noiſe ſagacious, ſmok'd the baited gin, 
Wary and conſcious of the ſnare within : 

Now feaſts on rich variety of meats, 

And oft in cheeſe his habitation eats; 

Regales on floods of cream, ragouts, and cakes, 
Of all the dainties of the day partakes; 

Now ſtorms rich conſerves with voluptuous taſte, 
And faps the tender tenements of paſte; 
Puddings in vain that come but once a week, 
In cupboard high a ſanQtuary ſeek; 

Where locks and bolts a paſſage have forbid, 

He knaws admiſſion in a time of need. 

Thus long unharmed, the epicure patroll'd, 
And fearleſs o'er his filent ſuburbs ſtroll'd; 
Luxurious nights in pleaſing plunder paſt, 

Nor dreamt that this was doom'd to be his laſt; 
For now the time, the deſtin'd time was ſent, 
So fate ordain'd; and who can ſate prevent? 
Thick ſhades once more had veil'd the haunted houſe, 
Once more from covert bolts th? advent'rous mouſe; 
Lighting in evil hour, in queſt of prey, 
Where, in a groupe, th' avenging oyſters lay. 
The fiſh, commiſſion'd from the wat'ry throng, 
With regument of ſcaly armour ſtrong, 

Lay with expanded jaws, and gaping fhell; 
(But who the ſad cataſtrophe can tell?) 

Thus lies the dreadful monſter of Nile's flood, 
With open mouth extended on the mud. 
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The dainty mouſe, ſtill craving ſome new diſh, 
Enters the gloomy manſion of the fiſnjn; 
With beard exploring, and with luſcious lip, 
He longs the pickle of the ſeas to ſip; 

Rouz'd by his tuſks, th' elaſtic oyſter fell, 

And caught the caitiff's head in wat'ry celt;. 
In vain the victim labours to get free 

From durance hard, and dread captivity; 
Lock'd in the cloſe. embrace, enſnar'd he lies 

In pill'ry ſafe, pants, ſtruggles, ſqueaks and dies. 
Thus the juſt fate of his own crime be meets, 
Like rakes expiring in deſtruCtive ſweets: 

. Hence let ambitious minds, the tale who hear, 
This moral learn, To move within their ſphere. 
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3. Was midnight's hour, and o'er the Pacha deep, 
A ſolemn ſilence reign'd; creation's ſleep! 

High in the blue expanſe, the filver moon 

Radiant amidſt the leſſer planets ſhone, 

And o'er the duſky viſage of the night, 

Diffus'd a pleaſing melancholy light. 

THROUGH the {ſmooth flood, by op rous gales 

propell'd, 

Our ſtately bark, a moving wonder fail'd, 

Whilſt on her lofty fides, in idle play, 

The waves curd bland, and gently paſs'd away; 

Stretch'd on the deck, the watch, their mates among, 

Quaff the full bowl, or tune the mirthful ſong, 

Or active · bounding to the artleſs lay, 

In ruſtic meaſures dance the hours away; 
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Or cireling round the man of ſtories preſs, 

Whoſe each new wonder makes the former leſs; 

Or, fancy - led, the wiſh'd-for port they gain, 

The end of all their labour and their pain; 

Already in th' ideal graſp they hold, 

The tender conſort, or the parent fold, 

Fach to his wiſhes bleſt, will then no more 

The dangers of the faithleſs deep explore: 

Thus wrapt in full ſecurity they ſate, 

And held the viſions of the mind for fare. 

Fond men! ſecure they now would ever laſt, 

Blind to the future, thoughleſs of the paſt! 
WHEN fiom the madded ſouth with dabbled wings, 

Lo! furious Auſter unexpected ſprings 

In bluſtrous rage! alarm'd all ocean roſe, 

And nature ſtarted from her calm repoſe! 

Deep through th' aerial vault the thunders roll, 

And forked lightnings dart from either pole. 
Now (the dire claſh of elements begun,) 

From th' ztherial ſpace, the filver moon, 

Cloud-wrapt retiring (ſicken'd at the figlit,) 

Reſign'd us up to chaos and to night; 

The waves no longer now in idle play, 

Curl bland againſt the ſhip, and paſs away, 

But by the force of the encreaſing gale, 

To mountains grown, the top- maſt's height aſſail. 

In vain (regardleſs of the helm) we try'd 

O'er the mad ſurge the bounding-bark to guide, 

In whirling eddies toft, ſhe giddy turns, 

And all the pilot's art to rule her ſcorns; 

While helpleſs we, and impotent to ſave, 

Drive at the mercy of th' inſulting wave, 

The rider thus, whoſe fiery ſteed diſdains, 

An even courſe, indignant of the reins, - 

Headlong is hurried o'er the diſtant plains: 
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In vain to check his flight the curb he tries, 
No here, now there the bounding courſer flies, 8 
Nor feels the checking curb, or feeling it, deſies. 
Soon as new fails (the laſt reſort) we bend, 
Torn from the yards, we ſee the canvaſs rend, 
The flitting remnants bear our hopes away, 
And leave us ſunk in horror and diſmay. 
Aſunder next, the cracking cordage flies, 
And the tall maſt, late tow'ring to the ſkies, 5 
Prone o'er the ſide a cumbrous ruin lies. 
The lab'ring hull, now ſtagg'ring to and fro, 
Aloft now mounting, now abſorb'd below, 
As deer her decks, the whole - collected deep, 
(Reſiſtleſs torrent!) ſeems at once to ſweep; 
Whilſt, from above, the clouds inceſſant pour, 
In dreadful cataraQs their watry ſtore. 

AND thus the ſport of heav'n and ocean toſt, 
Wave-mounted, in the clouds awhile we're loſt, 
Then. plung'd unfathomable depths below! 

Hurl'd headlong through the watry abyſs go, ; 
Dreary and vaſt! where heighten'd by our fears, 
Death in a thouſand vary'd forms appears. 

As burſting livid through the gloom of night, 

A blaze of meteors flaſh, terrific light! | 
Trembling we eyed each big approaching wave, 
As that by fate decreed to be our grave, 5 
Whilſt conſcious guilt redoubled horrors gave. 
Now loſt to hope, preſumption humbled lies! 

And heav'n we ſeek with ſupplicating cries: 

O thou! to whom creation's ways are known, 
And jarring elements ſubjection own, 
PFPropitious in this hour of need befriend, 

* And riſe ſupreme where human efforts end!” 
Thus we in anguiſh breath'd the fervent pray'r, 
When heav'n, all gracious, lent the pitying ear: 
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O' er the rude deep, the ſacred mandate went, 
The winds were huſh'd, and ocean's fury ſpent, 
The ſtorm ſubſides: Our trembling bark no more 
By tempeſt ſhaken, labours as before: 
The clouds no more in deluges deſcend, 
But, with the waves, their dreadful conflict end: 
The languid lightnings now innoxious play, 
And harmleſs thunders diſtant roll away. 
Alls calm: And hope again in ev'ry breaſt 
Her ſeat reſuming, (heav'n deputed gueſt !) 
Gave us, ſo lately number'd with the dead, 
Once more to raiſe the grave-devoted head, 
To life reſtor'd; and (far more priz'd than life) 
'The converſe of the parent, friend, and wife.. 
Now through the roſy portals of the Eaſt, 
The glorious ſun, in gold and azure dreſt, 
Reſplendent ifſuing, as a bridegroom gay, 
To our chear'd ſouls announced returning day.. 
When at his bright approach the fable night, 
With all her train of horrors took their flight; 
All nature ſmil'd to ſee her peace reſtor'd, 
And proſtrate we the hand of heav'n ador'd. 


Aenean Gab. ls, 0e 
On Time: 


HOU GH Time in haſte for ever glides along, 
Nor heeds my ſubject, nor attends my ſong ; 
Inceſſant ſtill beneath my ſearches floats, 
Waſtes in my hands, and fades upon my thoughts; 


Yet would I, muſe, the wond'rous theme eſſay, 


And to the fleeting. phantom lend my lay. 
Through all the revolutions, pains, and ſtrife, 


That or befal, or buſy human life, 
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Whether we chaſe our joys, or tempt our woes, 
Purſue our toil, or deviate to repoſe, 

To manhood riſe, or verge beyond our prime, 
One tide tranſports us, and that tide is Time. 

Of this conſiſt our dates, in this commence, 
'Tis what admits us here, what bears us hence; 
Involves us in an unrelaxing courſe; 
And what's exempt from Time's imperial. force? 
Wide as th' extent of nature's fair array, 

Th' unweary'd trawler ſpreads his airy way; 

By nought controul'd, one rigid motion keeps, 
And matter moulders where his pinion ſweeps. 
For him fierce lightnings cleave the ſultry air, 
For him the total band of meteors war; 

For him, ſucceſhve ſeaſons, as they ſtray, 

Or ſcatter genial life, or reap decay. 

And as in foreſts we promiſcuous ſee 

The ſhooting ſcyon, and the ſhiver'd tree; 

Or midit a ſilent ſhower, as riſe and break 

The bubbles various on the level lake; 

So births and deaths, an intermingled train, 
For ever ſwell the records of his reign. + 
Amongſt the ſtars, or underneath the ſun, 
Whate'er is ſuffer'd, or whate'er is done; 
Events or actions, all the vaſt amount 

But ſtretch his ſcroll, and add to his account. 
Yet while his ſtern viciſſitudes advance 

O'er ev'ry orb, through all the vaſt expanſe, 
While ſcenes ſucceed to ſcenes, and forms to forms, 
And other thunders roll, and other ſtorms, 

ve ate he triumphs o'er the general frame, 
And, changing all things, is himſelf the ſame, 
Iai- wonid the learn'd tk' ideal pos er d-fine, 
And on the mighty meaſure caſt their line, 
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With emulous ardour on the taſk they wait, 

Contrive their circles, and their æra's ſtate; 

From theſe compute, by thoſe the tale deviſe. 

And vaunt to match our annals with the ſkies: 

Yet ever devious miſs the promis'd end, 

Though Meto plan, and though Clappius mend; 

Though antient periods be reform'd by new, 

And Greg'ry poliſh, what Hipparchus drew. 

Schemes rais'd on ſchemes, ſee endleſs error ſtart, 

And reg'lar nature mocks the boaſt of art; 

In what regard the works of mortals ſtand 

To this great fabrick of the Almighty's hand, 

Is his to view: and ſure to him alone 

His world, and all its relatives, are known; 

And acts and things diſtant before him lie, 

And Time itſelf retires not from his eye. 

But whence, oh muſe, celeſtial voice! rehearſe, 

That ſpeakiſt the theme, and aid'ſt the ſacred verſe;.. 

Whence this progreſſive Now, untaught to ſtay, 

This glimmering ſhadow of eternal. day? 

When faſt tt Almighty from the womb of night, 

Bade infant · nature hear, and ſpring to light, 
Her place he ſever'd from the boundleſs waſte, 

And, from eternity, her Time to laſt; 

Tas then it iſſuꝰd on the new · form'd ſtage, 

With her coeval, and itſelf her age; 

Ordain'd o'er ether, air, and earth to range, 

The ſcope of ev'ry life, and ev'ry change. 

Its progreſs note; th' illuſtrious globes above, 

Shine in its ſnade, and in its ſnadow move; 

With ſtated pace around their orbits play, 

And waſte th' impatient moments on their way, 

While to a new eternity conſign'd, 

They haſte from that before, to that. behind. 
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go where ſome ſtreight its ev'ry channel draws, 
From main to main th' impetuous waters paſs; 

Yet ruſh but to return from whence they came, 
The mighty ocean's diff rent, and the ſame. 

See Time launch'd forth in ſolemn pomp proceed, 
And man on man advance, and deed on deed! 
No pauſe, no reſt in all the world appears, 

Ev'n long-hv'd patriarchs-waſte their thouſand years. 
If Babel's tow'r no more with heav'n contends, 

In ſpiry heights a Nineveh aſcends: 

See in their fires each future nation ſtray, 

And or deſert, or meet the morning ray! 

Or vit Lybia's ſands, or Sythia's ſnows, 

And brethren ſcatter that muſt ſoon be foes;, 
See other kings hold other crowns m chains! 
And Nimrod but the firſt of monarchs reigns. 
Theſe ſuns behold a Cyrus lord of all; 

Theſe view young Ammon triumph o'er the ball: 
Now haughty Rome in martial rigeur frowns, 
And bears down pow'rful ſtates, and treads on crownsz 
Bids mighty cities in a flame expire, 

Nor dreams of Vandal rage, nor Gothick fire. 
Mankind and theirs poſſeſs one common thrall : 
And, like the gods that ſw:.y them, empires fall, 
Some periods void ef ſcience, and of fame, 
Scarce e' er exiſt, or leave behind a name; 

Mere fluggiſh rounds to let ſucceſſion climb; 
Obſcure and idle expletives of time. 

Others behold each nobler genius thrive, 

And in their gen'rous labours long ſurvive, 

Dy learning grac'd extend a diſtant light, 

And circling Science has her day and night. 
Riſe, riſe, ye dear contemporaries, riſe! _ 

On whom devolve theſe ſeaſons and theſe ſkies t 
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Afﬀert the portion deftin'd to your ſhare, 
And make the honour of the times your care; 

e each great end purſu'd, each art ſuſtain'd,, 
As when Auguſtus or Eliza reign'd; 
When lofty Varius ſhone the Roman boaſt, 
Or Bacon furniſh'd what mult ne'er be loſt: 
Be by each future age your worth confeſt, 
Or bleſs the preſent, and by thoſe be bleſt. 
Still be your darling ſtudy nature's laws, 
And to its fountain trace up ev'ry cauſe: 
Explore, for ſuch it is, this high abode, 
And tread the-paths that Boyle and Newton trod. 
Lo, earth ſmiles wide, and radiant heaven looks down, 
All fair, all gay, and urgent to be known! 
Attend, and here are ſown delights immenſe, 
For ev'ry intellect and ev'ry ſenſe. 
With adoration think, with. rapture gaze, 
And hear all nature chaunt her Maker's praiſe. 
With reafon ſtor'd, by love of knowledge fir'd, 
By dread awaken'd, and by hope inſpir'd, 
Can we, the product of another's hand, 
Nor whence, nor how, nor why we are, demand? 
And, not at all, or not aright, employ'd, 
Behold a length of years, and all a void? 

Har Pv, thrice happy he! whoſe conſcious heart 
Enquires his purpoſe, and difcerns his part; 
Who runs with heed th' involuntary race, 

Nor lets his hours reproach him as they paſs; 
Weighs how they ſteal away, how ſure, how faſt, 
And, as he weighs. them, apprehends the laſt; 
Or vacant, or engag'd, our minutes fly; 

We may be negligent, but we muſt die. 
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PE on NC Ee h 
The Female-Drum : or, The Origin of Cards. A Tate. 


HOU, whom to counſel is to praiſe, 
With candour view theſe friendly lays, 

Nor, from the vice of gaming free, 
Believe the ſatire points at thee; 
Who truth and worth betimes can'ſt prize, 
Nor yet too ſprightly to be wiſe. 
But hear this tale of antient time, 
Nor think it vain, though told in rhime. 

ELATE with wide-extended pow'r, 7 
Sworn rivals from the natal hour, 
Av'rice and Sloth, with hoſtile art 
Contended long for woman's heart: 
She fond of wealth, afraid of toit, 
Still ſhifted the capricious ſmile; 
By turns, to each the heart was ſold, | 
Now bought with eaſe, and now with gold, 
Scarce either graſp the ſov'reign ſway, 
When chance revers'd the profp'rous day. 
The doubtful ſtrife was ſtill renew'd, 
Each baffled oft, but ne'er ſubdu'd. - 
When Av'rice ſhew'd the glitt'ring prize, 
And hopes and fears began to riſe, 
Sloth ſhed on ev'ry buſy ſenſe 
The gentle balm of indolence. 
When Sloth had ſcreen'd, with artful night, 
The ſoft pavilion of delight, 
Stern Av'rice, with reproachful frown, 
Would ſcatter thorns amongſt her down. 

Ta us each by turns the realm controul'd, 
Which each in turn deſpair'd to hold; 
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At length unable to contend, 
They join to chuſe a common friend, 
To cloſe, in love, the long debate, 
Such love, as mutual fears create. 
A friend they choſe, a friend to both, 
Of Av'rice born, and nurs'd by Sloth 
An artful nymph, whoſe reign began 
When Wiſdom ceas'd to dwell with manz. 
In Wiſdom's awful robes array d, 
She rules o' er politics and trade; 
And, by the name of Cunning m, 
Makes wealth and fame, and pow'r her own. 
Ix queſt ef Cunning then they rove 
O er all the windings of the grove, 
Where twining boughs their ſhades unite, 
For Cunning ever flies the light. 0 
At length through maze perplex'd with maze, 
Through tracts confus'd, and private ways, 
With ſinking hearts and weary:feets, 
They gain their fav'rite's dark retreat. 
There, watchful at the gate, they find 
Suſpicion, with her eyes behind; 
And wild Alarm awaking, blows 
The trump that ſhakes the world's repoſe: 
TRE gueſts well-known ſalute the guard, 
The hundred gates are ſoon unbarr'd; _ 
Through half the gloomy cave they preſs, 
And reach the wily queen's receſs, 
The wily queen diſturb'd they view- 
With ſchemes to fly, though none purſue; 
And, in perpetual care to hide 
What none will. ever ſeek, employ'd. 
« GREAT queen! (they pray'd) aur feudscompoſey 
And let us never more be foes.” 
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«This hour, (ſhe cries) your diſcord ends, 
« Henceforth, be Sloth and Av'rice friends; 
« Henceforth, with equal pride, prepare 
« 'To rule at once the captive-fair.” 

TH” attentive pow'rs in filence heard, 
Nor utter'd what they hop'd or fear'd, 
But ſearch in vain the dark decree, 
For Cunning loves obſcurity; | 
Nor would ſhe ſoon her laws explain, 
For Cunning ever joys to pain. 

3HE then before their wond'ring eyes, 
Bids piles of painted paper riſe; 
« Search now theſe heaps, (ſhe-cries) here find 
« Fit emblem of your pow'r combin'd.” 
The heap to Av'rice firſt ſhe gave, 
Who ſoon deſcry'd her darling knave; 
And Sloth, ere envy long could ſting, « 
With joyful eyes beheld a king. 

© THESE gifts (ſaid Cunning) bear away, 
« Sure.engines of deſpotick ſway; 
«Theſe charms diſpenſe o'er all the ball, 
« Secure to rule, where- e'er they fall. 
The love of cards let Sloth infuſe, 
The love of money ſoon enſues; 
“The ſtrong deſire ſhall ne'er decay, 
Who plays to win, ſhall win to play; 
* The breaſt, where love had plann'd his reign, 
„Shall burn unquench'd with luſt of gain; 
And all the charms that wit can boaſt, 
In dreams of better luck be loſt.” 
— Tavs, neither innocent nor gay, 

The uſeleſs hours ſhall fleet away, 

While Time o'erlooks the jovial ſtrife, 
And, ſcoffing, ſhakes the fand of life; 
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*Till the wan maid, whoſe early bloom 
The vigils of quadrille conſume, 
Exhauſted, by the pangs of play, 

To Sloth and Av'rice falls a prey. 
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Wrote on a Tomb fione where is laid the Skull of 4 
Man. 


FT HY ſtart! The caſe is yours, or will be ſoon, 
Some yearsperhaps—perhaps another moon, 

Life in its utmoſt ſpan is but a breath, 

And they who longeſt dream, muſt wake in death, 

Like you I once thought ev'ry bliſs ſecure, 

And geld of ev'ry ill the certain cure; 

Till ſteep'd in ſorrows and beſieg'd with pain, 

Too late I found all earthly riches vain. 

Diſeaſe with ſcorn threw back the ſordid fee, 

And Death ſtill anſwer'd, What is gold to me? 

Fame, titles, honours next I vainly ſought, 

And fools obſequious nurs'd the childiſh thought. 

Circled with brib'd applauſe and purchas'd praiſe, 

I built on endleſs grandeur endleſs days; 

But death awak'd me from a dream of pride, 

And laid a prouder beggar by my ſide, 

Pleaſure I courted and obey'd my taſte, 

The banquet ſmil'd, and ſmil'd the gay repaſt. 

A loathſome carcafe was my conſtant care, 

And worlds were ranſack'd but for me to ſhare. 

Go on, vain man, in luxury be firm, 

Yet know I feaſted, but to feaſt a worm. 

Already ſure leſs terrible I ſeem, 

And you like me can own that life's a dream. 
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Whether that dream may boaſt the longeſt date: 
Farewell, . leſt you 1 too late. 
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Wrote on another Tomb ſtone where is laid the Skull 
of a Woman. 


LUSH not, ye fair, to own me, but be wiſe, 
Nor turn from fad mortality your eyes. 

Fame ſays, and Fame alone—can tell how true, 
I once was lovely, and belov'd like you. | 
Where are my vot'ries—where my flattrers now? 
Gone with the ſubject of each lover's vow. 
Adieu the roſes red, and lilltes white, 
Adieu thoſe eyes, which made the darkneſs light. 
No more alas! that coral lip is ſeen, 
Nor longer breathes the fragrant gale between. 
Turn from your mirror, and behold in me, 
At once what thoufands can't, or dare not ſee. 
Unvarniſh'd I the real truth impart, 
Nor here am plac'd but to direct the heart. 
Survey me well ye fair ones, and believe, 
The grave may terrify but can't deceive. 
On beauty's fragile baſe no more depend, 
Here youth and pleaſure, age and ſorrow end; 
Here drops the maſk—here ſhuts the final ſcene, 
Nor differs grave threeſcore from gay fifteen, 
All preſs alike to that ſome goal the tomb, 
Where wrinkled Laura ſmiles at Chloe's bloom. 
When coxcombs flatter, and when fools adore 
Learn here the leſſon to be vain no more, 
Yet virtue {till againſt decay can arm, 
And even lend mortality a charm. 
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| To-morr OW. 


morrow didſt thou ſay? 
Methought I heard Horatio ſay, to- -morrow, 
Go to- will not hear of it—to-morrow ! 
is a ſharper that ſtakes his penury 
Againſt thy plenty; that takes thy ready caſh, 
And pays thee * but wiſhes, hopes, and pro- 
miſes, 
The currency of idiots.—Injurious bankrupt, 
That gulls the eaſy creditor - to-morrow! 
It is a period no where to be found, 
Unleſs perchance in the fool's kalendar. 
Wiſdom diſdains the word, nor holds ſociety 
With thoſe who own it No, Horatio, 
"Tis fancy's child, and folly is its father, 
Wrought of ſuch ſtuff as dreams are, and as baſeleſs 
As the fantaſlic viſions of the evening, 
Bur ſoft, my friend, —arreſt the preſent mo- 
ments, 
For, be aſſured, they. are arrant tell. tales, 
And though their flight be ſilent, and their path 
Trackleſs as the winged couriers of the air, 
They poſt to heaven, and there record thy folly; 
For that thou, like a faithleſs continel, 
Didſt let them paſs unnotic'd, unimprov'd: 
And know, becauſe thou ſlumberdſt on thy watch, 
Thou ſhalt be made to anſwer at the bar | 
For every fugitive: and when thou thus 
Shalt ſtand impleaded at the high tribunal 
Of hood-wink'd juſtice, who ſhall tell thy audit? 
Tux ſtay the preſent inſtant, my Horatio! 
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Imprint the mark of wiſdom on its wings: 

'Tis of more worth than — far more pre- 
cious ä 

Than all the crimſon treaſure of life's fountain. 

Oh! let it not elude thy graſp, but like 

The good old patriareh upon record, | 

Hold the dear angel faſt, until he bleſs how: 


D 


D r r rere 


Yeſterday. 


T ELL—yeſterday i is paſs'd and cannot be 
Recall d What did we yeſterday, Horatio? 
Did we, or good, or bad? Let us reflect 
It muſt not be forgot; for in the book 
Of heav'n *tis minuted.— Did we tranſgreſs? 
Doubtleſs we did —but heaven is merciful: 
Yet let us not abuſe heaven's mercy: our duty 
Is repentance—What is repentance, aſłſt thou? 
To mourn the follies paſt, prevent the future. 
© Prevent the future, mind; for cries and tears 
Alone are vain—yet who can think to have 
Incens'd the univerſal ſovereign, 
Without a flood of tears? At every fault 
Of mine, whenever I remember it, 
My heart weeps blood. Then let us in to penitence. 
Bur, ſure, we have not always finn'd—notalways. 
Some good we do—I yeſterday reliev'd 
A cenſur'd friend; his crime was poverty ; 
And with my gold, I gave him reformation 
In the world's eye, and reconcil'd it to him. 
Ay thou, Horatio—'twas a noble act 
Didſt fave a beauteous maid from violation. 
Oh, how her virtue ſtruggled with her want, 
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That moſt inhuman tyrant! O Want: 
Thy whips cut deep, and force the wife and good 
Oft to obey thee, in deeds their fouls abhor. 
My poverty, but not my will, conſents *, 
Sings © Fancy's ſweeteſt child #'—Accurſing Want, 
Had not thy powerful.aid rn it, 
Had ſurely forc'd her. 
Lr us perſiſt in actions ſuch as theſe: 

o ſhall to-morrow, ſmiling, yield us comfort; 
And every day the ſame— till death, the friend, 
The trueſt friend to innocence and virtue, 
Stall come, benign, to uſher to the court 
| Of the celeſtial prince, whoſe plaudit waits us, 

And all the hoſt of heaven ſhall ſhout us, welcome! 
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An Elegy to an old Beauty. 


N vain, poor nymph, to pleaſe our youthful ſight, 
You ſleep in cream and frontlets all the night, 
Your face with patches ſoil, with paint repair, 
Dreſs with gay gowns, and ſhade with foreign hair. 
If truth in ſpight of manners mult be told, 
Why really fifty-five is ſomething old. 

ONCE you were young; or one whoſe life's ſo long 
She might have born my mother, tells me wrong- 
And once (ſince Envy's dead before you die,) 
The women own, you play'd a ſparkling eye, 
Taught the light foot a modiſh little trip, 

And pouted with the prettieſt purple lip 

To ſome new charmer are the roſes fled, 

Which blew, to damalk all thy cheek with red; 


The apothecary in Romeo and Juliet, 
4 Shakeſpear, ſo called by Milton in his L'Allegro, 
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Youth calls the Graces there to fix their reign, _, 
And Airs by thouſands fill their eaſy train. 

So parting Summer bids her flow'ry prime 

Attend the ſun to dreſs ſome foreign clime, 

While with'ring ſeaſons in ſucceſſion, here, 

Strip the gay gardens, and deform the year. 

Bur thou (ſince Nature bids) the world rehgn,. 
"Tis now thy daughter's daughter's time to ſhine. 
With more addreſs, (or ſuch as pleaſes more) 

She runs her female exerciſes o'er, 

Unfurls or cloſes, raps or turns the fan, 

And ſmiles, or bluſhes at the creature Man. 
With quicker life, as guilded coaches paſs, 

In ſidelong courteſy ſhe drops the glaſs. | 
With better ſtrength, on viſit-days, ſhe bears 

To mount her fifty flights of ample ſtairs. | 
Her mien, her ſhape, her temper, eyes and tongue 
Are ſure to conquer, Hor the rogue is young; 
And all that's madly wild, or oddly gay, 

We call it only pretty Fanny's way. | 

Let time, that makes you homely, make you ſage; 
The ſphere of wiſdom 1s the ſphere of age. 

"Tis true, when beauty dawns with early fire, 
And hears the flattring tongues of ſoft deſire, 

If not from virtue, from its graveſt ways 

The ſoul with pleaſing avocation ſtrays. 

But beauty gone, tis eaſier to be wiſe; 

As harpers better, by the loſs of eyes. 

HENCEFoRTH.rctire, reduce your roving airs, 
Haunt leſs the plays, and more the public pray'rs, 
Reject the Mechlin head, and gold brocade, 

Go pray, in ſober Norwich crape array'd. 
Thy pendent diamonds let thy Fanny take, 


(Their trembling luſtre ſhows how much you ſhake;) 
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Or bid her wear thy necklace row'd with pearl, 
You'll find your Fanny an obedient girl. 
So for the reſt, with lefs incumbrance hung, 
You walk through life, unmingled with the young; 
And view the Shade and Subſtance as you paſs 
With joint endeavour trifting at the — 
Or Folly dreſt, and rambling All her days, 
To meet her cbunterpart, und grow by praiſe: 
Yet ſtill ſedate yourſelf, and gravely Plain, 
You neither fret, nor envy at the vain. 

"Twas thus (if man with woman we compare) 
The wiſe Athenian croſt a glittering fair, 
Unmorv'd by tongues and fights, he walk'd the place, 
Through tape, toys, tinſel, gimp, perfume, and lace; 
Then bends from Mars's hill his awful eyes, 
And What a world I never want? he cries; 
But cries unheard: for Folly will be free. 
So parts the buzzing gaudy crowd, and he: 
As careleſs he for them, as they for himz _ 
He wrapt in Wiſdom, and they whirl'd by Whim. 


The Parting. 


DIEU, my fair! this hapleſs day 
Tears me from all my joys away, 
Remov'd from Love and thee: 
Who knows, O-—cauſe' of all my pain, 
If thou wilt hear me once complain, 
Or lofe one thought on me! 


Yet, to regain my loſt repoſe, 
My penſive mind ſhall ſoothe its woes, 
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For ever fix'd on thee; 
On thee ſhall every thought attend; 
But wilt thou ever condeſcend 
To fix one thought on me? 


On diſtant ſhores my mournful groans 

Shall aſk the melancholy ſtones, 
Where can my charmer be? 

From morn to eve my ſearch ſhall laſt; 

But who can tell if thou wilt caſt 


One. Gingle thought on mel 


In fancied ſcenes the happy ſpot, 
Where thou and bliſs were once my lot, 
My cheated mind ſhall ſee; 
A thouſand thoughts ſhall wake my pain; 
But who can tell if thou wilt deign 
To fix one thought on me! 


There, ſhall I ſay, in yonder grove, 
Jo all my tender tales of loye, 
6 Diſdainful would the be; 
Let ſoan her entle band I preſs'd, 
R Again, I hop'd;——but can her breaſt 
© Retain one tought of me? 


Where'er thou goeſt, in every land, 

What numerous ſlaves to thy command 
Thy conquering eyes ſhall ſee! 

Ye gods! who knows, if, fair and young, 

Thy heart, midſt ſuch a flattering throng, 
Will keep one thought i for me! 


Yet think thy loyer's only aim 


Was a Pure, generous. mutual flame, 
F 3 


126 c 0 * ECTION Or 
And what his pains muſt be; 
Think what he feels at this farewell; 


> bink, deareſt m aid: Ah! who can tell 
If e'er thou'lt think on me! 


00000-00000 · 0 
Fidelia. 


HE rolling year again brought on the day, 
That ſnatch'd from Lucius half his ſoul away; 
That day on which he mournful vigils kept, 

And or Fidelia's tomb in anguiſh wept: 

Fidelia gone! Life is to him no. more, 

Than a lone walk * a dreary ſhore. 


DEEP in reign'd, the midnight hour was paſt, 
And darkneſs o'er the globe her veil had caſt; 

In vain the peaceful bed invites to reſt, 
No room for peace in woe · fraught Lucius? breaſt; 
Sigh follows ſigh, and groan reſponſes groan, 

Nor wonder, fince from earth Fidelia's flown 
When ſudden, quick as lightning to his fight. 
(Darkneſs diſpell'd) a vifion heavenly bright 
Stood at his feet; the ſmiling form he knew, 
And all Fidelia brightens to his view; 

His pulſes flutt'ring beat, he wou'd have ſpoke, 

But wild amaze his half. form'd accents choak; 
When thus, in ſounds which long had bleſs'd his ear, 
The viſion ſtrives her Lucius's breaſt to cheer. 


© Can fight of me, the lovely phantom ſaid, 

0 (And ſmiling ſpoke) in Lucius raiſe a dread— 
© With ſmiles my Lucius erſt was wont to greet, 

© And his Fidelia ſtill with raptures meet; 
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© In me the ſame Fidelia you view, 
„As loving, kind, as friendly, and as true. 


© THAT hour, that long-wiſh'd hour, which kind- 
ly gave, f 
My ſoul to heaven, my body to the grave; 
To hear the groans that rent your throbbing — 

While in your arms my pulſeleſs corps you preſt; 
© While fix'd on me alone you groan'd deſpair, 
© My pitying ſoul ſtill hover'd in the air, 
© Almoſt reluctant flew to joys above, 
For Lucius thar'd with. heaven Fidelia's love. 


8 Toon 5 1 _ pray T8, * me convey'd to 
heav'n, | 
Once more to earth Fidelia s given; 
* The heavenly balm of lenient hope to pour, 
And peace, long baniſn'd, to * ſoul. reſtore. 


1 "ING in RE thete Maker, they'd revere, 
And glow with grateful love, devoid of fear; 

How merciful! How loving to mankind! 

© Their God! Creator! Parent and their friend !— 

No bug-bear tyrant thirſting after blood, 

© But a kind father, merciful and good. 


Ho then can man ungratefully preſume 

© To paint th Almighty with a demon's gloom ?: 
© How can he impiouſly a tyrant call, 
© That God who into being ſmil'd us all. 
© How with a jaundic'd eye to heaven impart, 
A cheerleſs picture from a cheerleſs heart? 
Or when mean ſelfiſh views the world deceive, 
Or force with threats their yot'ries—to believe. 
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* WHeN death wy Lucius from his chains ſhatt 


free, 
* And give him to immortal j Joys and me; 
(Oh, let not death my Lucius affright, 
Death is our angel- guide to realms of light) 
With love ſeraphic ſhall Fidelia tend, 
© And lead to raptures which ſhall never end; 
© 'Through fields of ether infinite to rove; 
© New ſcenes of ever-varying bliſs to prove: 
© But what thoſe joys, or from what fountains flow, 
« Muſt ne'er, ſo heav'n ordains, tranſpire below; 
* If known, mortals would burſt their chains of clay, 
* And — 4 unbidden, to the realms of day. 


© LET Lucius then with reſignation wait, 


Till death to joys immortal ſhall tranſlate; 


© And when heav'n calls to a celeſtial birth, 

And bids releaſe from cares, from pain and earth, 

Boldly launch forth: Fear nothing; hope the beſt; 

By me heaven thus — Hope and be 
bleſt . 


8ER mib d, ſhe wav'd her hand, and ſudden night, 
Conceal'd the lovely image from bis ſight: 

Her words to peace his anxious ſoul reſtor'd, 
And, kneeling, heaven with gratitude he Rralt as 


dor'd. 
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WY SCE xe RI SN at Adar 
The Laſt Guinea, 


OOR relict of my once known yellow ſtore, _ 
Muſt thou bechang'd, and I have gold no more? 
To earn thee, oft ve execcis'd my brain, 
Small the reward, but gratctul was the pain; 
Thou haſt reliev'd the troubles of the day, 
And ſooth'd my foul whilſt J in ſlumbers lay; 
In ſtorms at ſea, and journeys on the land, 
had a friend, whilſt 1 could thee command; 
ve prov'd thy guide, and thou my ready guard, 
And, that we now ſhould part, 1s wond'rous hard. 
Tnou art a Charles—he was a gen'rous man, 
But much he ſuffer d e'er his reign began; 
May that to me a change of fate portend, 
May days of want in years of plenty end; 
The image bears the greatneſs of his mind, 
It ſeems to ſmile, and labour to be kind; 
Here on this ſide you | boaſt the herald's part, 
But that's no cordial to a poor man's heart; . 
Here tions couch, and there a lion roars, : 
Men rage in want, and are ſerene in ſtores; 
No fading thing in greatneſs can endure, 
Who's rich to-day, to-morrow may be poor; 
The harp there bends its melancholy ſtrings, 
Ah! muſick ſadnefs to the thoughtful brings. 
You guineas are good-natured eaſy folks, 
Tour principle no company provokes; 
Lou have no conſcience, tho an human ſhape; 
Are ſingle dumb, but rattle in a heap : 
You come vith pleaſure, and depart with pain, f 
As lovers meet, and take their leave again; | 
F. 5 
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You court the worthleſs, and neglect the beſt, 
As fools are moſt by flatt'ring knaves careſt. 
They keep you beſt, who leaſt can you employ, 
As eunuchs guard the fair they can't enjoy; 
When moſt ſecure, you frequently are ſtole, 
As accidents our purpos'd joys controul; 
Of every virtue you ſupply the place, 
Wit to the mind, and beauty to the face. 
When thou art r exert for me thy pow'r, 
In deeds a guinea neꝰer eflay'd before; 
The world you know, each old acquaintance find, 
Search every treaſure, gather every friend; 
Till ſhining bright with thouſands in thy train, 
Thou com'ꝰſt triumphant to my purſe again; & 
If monarch - like you bring attendant bands, 
Thy praiſe ſhall echo from my buſy hands; 
And when whole heaps uncelebrated lie, 
You ſhall be ſung in verſe that ne'er can die. 
Alas! this lecture can't my pains abate, 
They till increaſe, as I thy pow'r relate; 
Sure, of my grief thou feelſt a friendly ſhare, 
While thus I ſigh, and on thy colour ſtare; 
Thy ſympathy I ſee, thy brightneſs fails, 
And dimneſs o'er thy radiance now prevails. 
Tis thy compaſhon hinders thee to melt, 
Since want, alas! would then too ſoon be felt. 
Tho' in fine artiſts ſeldom you delight, 
And hate the poets with a mortal ſpite; 
(An antient plant! deduc'd from time to time, 
By the worſt right, hereditary rhime;) 
Yet now as conſcious of my 2nxious pain, 
Thou pity tak'ſt, and gladly would'ſt remain: 
Now nature calls, and that's a firm decree, 
Then, precious piece, once more adieu to thee 
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Ah! bring a dram—the ſympathizing glaſs 
Trembles like me, and ſeems to ſhare my caſe; 
Pleaſure, farewell, my guinea I deplore, 
Who would not mourn, when he has gold no more? 


When gold on gold ſhall ſtrike harmonious chimes, 

A ſweeter ſound than ſympathizing rhimes.. 

We'll ſhare the joys of a more bliſsful ſtate. 

And wonder at the various turns of fate; 

Fortune with fortune pleaſantly compare, 

Experienc'd- grow, and feaſt in purer air. 

Theſe ſilver ſhillings with leſs luſtre ſhine, 

Pale as my lips, few days will they be mine; 

Ah! then what ſhall my pockets freſh recruit, 

To pay for lodgings, and a half worn ſuit? 

Keep me from jail, be drink of ev'ry ſort, 

A lice of beef, ſometimes a pint of port? 

(Miſers may quaff the foul inſipid beer, 

Nectar: alone a poct's ſoul can chear;. 

Like Hercules, by an immortal toil, 

Give that rude monſter, poverty, the foil; ; 

And (if the fates ſhould diſregard my pray'rs): _ 

At leaſt, a pipe afford, to whitf away my cares! 

But now: *tis- time that I begin to ſave, 

For wine to filver is a liquid grave; 

And when no gold a poet's. pocket lines, 

"Tis criminal to taſte the juice of vines; 

All money chang'd the leſs by changing grows, 

And thro' our hands with ſilent waſting flows; 

Like mercury when pour'd upon the floor, 

Each ſtroke divides, and multiplies the ſtore; 

 Methinks I ſee theſe filver friends turn few, 

And half-pence them, as they the gold purſue; 

Already crowns to ſhillings have giv'n place, 

And theſe. aſſume the guinea's ſplendid grace:: 
F 6 


O! may we meet in-more auſpicious times,. 5 | 
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Whilſt one remains I will not quite deſpair, 
Hope after hope ſhall ſtill relieve my care; 
And when they're ſpent, as dubious of my doom, 
Pll ev'n think what's of ev'ry piece become. 
So men in health ne'er mind how time decays, 
Nor what conſumes the treaſure of their days; 
Till ebbing life is to the loweſt wrought, 
When forms of horror riſe in ev'ry thought; 
And in dark ſhades eternity appears, 
One hour, one moment's worth a length of years; 
In pangs the precious minutes paſt they view, 
And dreading what's to come, would fain their days 
renew. AS 


SEXDXEAIESROSDADONS XS 


Damon, ar the Complaint. 


HEN midnight reign'd, when ev'ry grove 
was ſtill, | 
Huſh'd the brown vale, and huſh'd the moonlight hill, 
(Save where the ſcreech-owl from his lively bow'r, 
Gave deeper horror to the gloomy hour) 
Where wearied hinds ſecurely reſting, cloſe 
The day's long labour in ſerene repoſe, 
And ſunk in ſlumber, on her pillow laid, 
Wrapt in ſoft viſions melts th* enamour'd maid, 
Deſpairing Damon from his cell withdrew, 
And trod in filence o'er the nightly dew. 
Lone by pale Phœbe's friendly luſtre led, 
Where the rude grotto form'd a dreary ſhade, 
Loud, to the peaceful vales, the ſhepherd ſung, 
The vales reſounded and the grotto rung. 
O THOU ! for whom a thouſand ſwains expire, 


Whole charms unrivali'd, envying maids admire, 
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Say, what new proſpect now delights thine eye? 
What plains more pleaſing, what ſerener ſky? 
Hail! happy land, where Roſalinda roves, 


Bleſt as Arabia with her balmy groves, . 
Bleſt as fair India, where rich di'monds glow, 
Streams glide o'er gold, and gales amhroſial bloyt 
Where lives my love, oh! where the cloſe retreat? 
Ye breezes, bear me to the bliſsful ſeat! 

With her what tranſport in a cottage ſprings? 

Tho' humble, happies than the domes of kings. 
| Pleas'd would I follow, where my wand'rer flies, 

Seek the wild deſart and inclement ſkies, 

Tread the bleak ſoil that never ſuns illume, 

Where bluſh no roſes, and no myrtles bloom, 
Where no white flocks in flow'ry paſtures play, 

But ſavage wolves and tygers prowl for prey, 

How ſad without thee muſt ſuch ſcenes appear, 
But, be thou preſent, tis elyſium there. 
Should Rofalinda leave her native ſhore, 
Tho' the ſtorm howls, and billows round me roar, 
Storms and the billows would I boldly brave, 

- Ofer-take my love, or die beneath the wave. 
What can thy beauties to the ſhades recall? 

If ought of Damon's, oh! accept it all. 

| My groves embow'ring, and my bloomy vales, 

Fill'd with ſoft ſongs, and fann'd by gentle gales, 
My lambs, that round thee leapt in friſkful glee; 
Fond of the flow'ry food from none but thee. 

The bees' ſweet produce that my hives diſtil, 

Sweet as the balm on Hybla's ſcented hill; 

Theſe to my charmer, can I give thee more? 

My heart, mean off ring, was thy own before: 
The grove's mild muſick, and the bluſhing vale, 
The tree's green foliage, and Eteſian gale, 
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The bow'r wide ſpreading, and the mazy rill;. 
The flocks that wanton on the verdant hill: 

No longer pleaſure to my heart convey, 

For what can:charm when Roſalind's away? 
Joys the lone turtle in the ſecret ſhade, 

If death the partner of his loves invade? 

Eaſe to my ſorrow, ſlumber only brings, 
Then, in fair dreams, thy much lov'd image ſprings. 
Oh! with what joy I baiFdim night's return, 
How mourn the bluſhing radiance of: the morn : 
Haſte, haſte, fair nymph, my anguiſh to remove, 
A moment's abſence is an-age in love. 

Ah! no, ſhe flies, the fair deceiver flies, 

Deaf to my pray'rs, and mindleſs-of my ſighs, 


Ev'n now, perhaps, ſome happier ſwain ſhe warms, 
Won to his love, and panting in his arms. 


Cares to the winds, and let my breaſt be gay, 

I cry'd exulting, when with me thy ſtay. 
Around me, winter, ſpread thy ſurly reign,. 
Bid tlie ſtorm ravage ev'ry rural ſcene; 

Nipp'd by the furies of a froſty ſky, 

Fade, all ye roſes, and ye lillies die; 

Die the ſoft muſick that delights the ſhade, 
And, ſunk in clouds, Apollo hide thy head; 
Yet ſhall ſweet pleaſure harmonize my ſoul, 
And: wing'd with rapture, the gay moments roll; 
Freſh, on her cheek, far lovelier roſes bloom, 
Than, deeply bluſhing, yonder vales perfume. 
Giv'n toithe fight, that ſwelling boſom ſhews 
Yet whiter lillies than the vales-diſcloſe.. 

Her voice is ſofter than the linnet's lay, 

And her eye brighter than the-morning ray. 
Scarce had I ſaid, what grief my boſom knew, 
From — Damon, Rofalinda flew.. 


— 
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Thus, when the ſky the riſing ſun regains, | 
And flames, with wide effulgence, o'er the plains, 
When ſwains rejoicing eye th' unclouded ray, 
And lark- like hail with ſong the glorious day, 
Glooms unexpected ſhade the ſhining sky, 
Fades the ſweet proſpect, and the ſhepherds ſigh. 


Bryan and Pereene: A Weſt- Indian Palin: fe 


HE north-eaſt wind did briſkly blow, 
The ſhip was ſafely moor'd, 
Young Bryan thought the boat's crew ſlow, 
And ſo leapt over-board. 


Pereene, the pride of Indian dames, 
His heart long held in thrall, 

And whoſo his impatience blames, 
I wot, ne*er lov'd at all. 


A long, long year, one month and day, 
He dwelt on Engliſh land, 

Nor once in thought would ever ſtray, 
Though ladies ſought his band. 


For Bryan he was tall and ſtrong, 
Right blithſome roll'd his een, 

Sweet was his voice whene'er he ſung, 
He ſcant had twenty ſeen. 


But who the countleſs charms can draw, 
That grac'd his miſtreſs true, i 

Such charms the old world never ſaw, 
Nor oft I ween the new. 


—— — 
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Her raven hair plays round her neck, 
Like tendrils of the vine; 

Her cheeks red dewy roſe buds deck, 
Her eyes like diamonds ſhine. 


Soon as his well-known ſhip ſhe ſpied, 
She caſt her weeds away, 

And to the palmy ſhore ſhe hied, 
All in her beſt array. 


In ſea- green ſilk ſo neatly clad, 
She there impatient ſtqod; 

The crew with wonder ſaw the lad 
Repel the foaming flood. 


Her hands a handkerchief diſplay' d, 
Which he at parting gave; 

Well pleas'd the token he ſuryey'd, 
And manlier beat the waye. 


Her fair companions one and all, 
Rejoicing croud the ſtrand; 
For now her loyer ſwam in calh 

And almoſt touch'd the land. 


Then through the white ſurf did ſhe haſte, 
To claſp her lovely ſwain; 


When, ah! a ſhark bit through bis waiſt: 
His heart's blood dy'd the main! 


He ſhriek'd! his half ſprang. from the pere, 
| Streaming with purple gore, 

And ſoon it found a living grave, 

And ah! was ſeen no more. 
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Now haſte, now haſte, ye maids, I Pran 
Feteh water from the ſpring: 

She falls, ſhe falls, ſne dies away, 
And ſoon her knell they ring. 


Now each May morning round her tomb. 
Ye fair, freſh flow'rets ſtrew, 

So may your lovers ſcape his. doom, 
Her hapleſs fate *ſcape you. 


CO XEPuuwuXCXHaRRMRACNCOT 
Health: An Eclogue. 


OW early ſhepherds o'er the meadow paſs, 
And print long foot-ſteps in theglitt*ring graſs; 
The cows neglectful of their paſture ſtand 
By turns obſequious to the milker's hand. 
WHEN Damon ſoftly trod the ſhaven lawn, 
Damon, a youth from city cares withdrawn; 
Long was the pleaſant walk he wander'd thro', 
A cover'd arhour clos'd the diftant view; 
There reſts the youth, and while the feather'd throng 
Raiſe their wild muſic, thus contrives a ſong. 
Herz waſted oer by mild Eteſian air, 
Thou country Goddeſs, beauteous Health! repair; 
Here let my breaſt thro quiv'ting trees inhale | 
Thy roſy bleſſings with the morning gale. 
What are the fields, or flow'rs, or all I ſee? 
Ah! taſteleſs all, if not enjoy'd with thee. 
Jor to my ſoul! I feel the Goddeſs nigh, | f 5 
The face of nature cheers as well as I; [ 
Oer the flat green refreſhing breezes run, 
The ſmiling dazies blow beneath the ſun, 
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The brooks run purling down with filver waves, 

The planted lanes rejoice with dancing leaves, 
The chirping birds from all'the compaſs rove, 

To tempt the tuneful echoes of the grove: 

High ſunny ſummits, deeply ſhaded dates, 

Thick moſſy banks, and flow'ry winding vales,. 

With various proſpect gratify the ſight, 

And icatter fix'd attention in delight. 

Come, country Goddeſs, come; nor thou ſuffice; 
But bring thy mountain fiſter, Exercife. 

Call'd by thy lively voice, ſhe turns her pace, 

Her winding horn proclaims the finiſh'd chace; 

She mounts the rocks, ſhe ſkims-the level plain, 

Dogs, hawks, and horſes, crowd her early train; 
Her hardy face repels the tanning wind, 

And lines and mefhes looſely float behind: 

All theſe as means of toil the feeble ſee, 

But theſe are helps to pleafure join'd with thee. 
Luxx floth lie ſoftning till high noon in doun, 
Or lolling fan her in the fultry town, 

Dnnerv'd with reſt; and turn: her own difcaſe, 

Or foſter others in luxurious eaſe; 

I mount the courſer, call tho deep mouth'd hounds, 

The fox unkenell'd flies to covert grounds; 

I lead where ſtags thro? tangled thickets tread, 

And ſhake the ſaplings with their branching head; 

I make the faulcons wing their airy way, 

And ſoar to ſeize, or ſtooping ſtrike their prey; 
14 To ſnare the fiſh'T fix the luring bait; 

8 To wound the fowl T load the gun with fate. 

1 Tis thus thro” change of exerciſe T range, 
1 And ſtrength and pleaſure riſe from ev*'ry change. 
= Here beauteous Health for all the year remain, 
| When the next comes, P11 charm thee thus again. 
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On come, thou Goddeſs of my rural ſong, 
And bring thy daughter, ealm Content, along, 
Dame of the ruddy cheek and laughing eye, 
From whoſe bright preſence clouds of ſorrow fly: 
For her I mow my walks, I plait my bow'rs, 
Clip my low hedges, and ſupport my flow'rs; 
To welcome her this ſummer-ſeat I dreſt, 

And here I court her when ſhe comes to reſt; 
When ſhe from exerciſe to learned caſe 
Shall change again, and teach the change to pleaſe.. 

Now friends converſing my ſoft hours refine, 
And Tully's Tuſculum revives in mine: 

Now to grave books I bid the mind retreat, 

And ſuch as make me rather good than great, 

Or o'er the works of eaſy fancy rove, 3 
Where flutes and innocence amuſe the grove; 
The native bard that on Sicilian plains 

Firſt ſung the lowly manners of the ſwainsz =: 
Or Maro's muſe, that in the faireſt light 

Paints rural proſpects and the charms of fight: 
Theſe ſoft amuſements bring content along, 
And fancy, void of ſorrow turns to ſong. 


Here beauteous health for all the year remain, 20 


When the next TY charm thee thus again. 
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A. Night-Pigce. on. Death. 


Y the blue taper's trembling light, 
No more 1 waſte the wakeful night, 
Intent with endleſs view: to more 5 
The ſchoolmen and the ſages o'er: 
Their books from Wiſdom widely ſtray, 
Or point at beſt the longeſt way. 
PI ſeek a readier path, and go 
Where Wiſdom's ſurely taugbt below. 
How deep yon azure dyes the ſky! 
Where orbs of gold unnumber'd lie, 
While thro” their ranks i in filver ride 
The nether creſcent ſeems to gh kde. 
The ſlumb'ring breeze forgets to breathe, 
The lake is ſmooth and clear beneath, 
Where once again the ſpangled om 
Deſcends to meet our eyes below. 
The grounds which on the right aſpire, 
In dimneſs from the view. retire: 
The left preſents a place of Feen 
Whofe wall the filent water javes. 
That ſteeple guides thy doubtful fight 
Among the livid gleams of night, 
There paſs with melancholy ſtate, 
By all the ſolemn heaps. of fate, 
And think, as foftly-ſad you tread 
Above the venerable dead, 


Time was, like thee they life poſſeft, 


« And time ſhall be, that thou ſhalt reſt.” 


THross graves with bending ofier bound, 


That nameleſs heave the crumbled ground. 
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Quick to the glancing thought diſcloſe 
Where Toil and Poverty repoſe. 
The flat ſmooth ftories that bear a name, 
The chiſſel's ſlender help to fame, 
(Which ere our ſett of friends decay, 
Their frequent ſteps may wear awayz) 
A middle Race of Mortals own, wy 
Men, half ambitious, all unknown. 

Tux marble tombs that riſe on high, 
Whoſe dead in vaulted arches lie, 

Whoſe pillars ſwell with ſculptur'd ſtones, 
Arms, angels, 'epitaphs and bones, 

Theſe (all the poor remains of ſtate) 
Adorn the Rich, or praiſe the Great; 
Who while on earth in fame they live, 
Are ſenſelefs of the fame they give. 

Ha! while T gaze, pale Cynthia fades, 
The burſting earth unveils the ſhades! 
All flow, and wan, and wrap'd with ſhrouds, 
They rife in viſionary crouds, 

And all with ſober acoent cry, 

Think, mortal, what it is to die.“ 

Now from yon black and fun'ral yew, 
That bathes the charnel-houſe with dew, 
Methinks I hear a voice begin; 

(Ye ravens, ceaſe your croaking din, 

Ye tolling clocks, no time reſound - 
O'er the long lake and midnight ground) 

It ſends a peal of hollow groans, 

Thus ſpeaking from among the bones. 

Wu men my ſcythe and darts ſupply, 
How great a king of fears am I! 

They view me like the laſt of things: 
They make, and then they dread, my ſtings. 
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Fools! if you leſs provok'd your fears, 
No more my ſpectre- form appears. 
Death's but a path that muſt be trod, 
If man would ever paſs to God: 
A port of calms, a ſtate of eaſe 

From the rough rage of ſwelling ſeas. 

Warr then thy flowing ſable ſtoles, 
Deep pendent cypreſs, mourning poles, 
Looſe ſcarfs to fall athwart thy weeds, 
Long palls, drawn herſes, cover'd ſteeds, 
And Plumes of black, that as they tread, 
Nod o'er the ſcutcheons of the dead? 

Nor can the parted body know, 
Nor wants the ſoul, theſe forms of woe: 
As men who long in priſon dwell, 
With lamps that glimmer round the cell, 
Wheneer their ſuffering years are run, 
Spring forth to greet the glitt'ring ſun; 
Such joy, tho' far tranſcending ſenſe, 
Have pious ſouls at parting hence. 
On earth, and in the body plac'd, 
A few, and evil years they waſte: 
But when their chains are caſt aſide, 
See the glad ſcene unfolding wide, 
Clap the glad wing, and tow'r away, 
And mingle with the blaze of day. 
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A Hymn to Contentment. 


OVELY, laſting peace of mind! 
Sweet delight of human-kind! 

Heav'nly born, and bred on high, 

To crown the fav'rites of the ſky 

With more of. happineſs below, 

Than victors in a triumph know! 

Whither, O whither art thou fled, 

To lay thy meek, contented head! 

What happy region doſt thou pleaſe 

To make, the ſeat of calms and eaſe? 

AMBITION ſearches all its ſphere 

Of pomp and ſtate, to meet thee there, 

Encreaſing Avarice would find 

Thy preſence in its gold enſhrin'd. 

The bold advent'rer ploughs his way, 

Thro' rocks amidſt the foaming ſea, 

To gain thy love; and then perceives 

Thou wert not in the rocks and waves. 

The ſilent heart with grief aſſails, 

Treads ſoft and loneſome o'er the vales, 

Sees daiſies open, rivers run. 

And ſeeks (as I have vainly done) 

Amuſing thought; but learns to know 

That ſolitude's the nurſe of woe. 

No real happineſs is found 

In trailing purple o'er the ground; 

Or in a ſoul exalted high 

To range the circuit of the ſky, 

Converſe with ſtars above, and know 

All nature in its forms below; 
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The reſt it ſeeks, in ſeeking dies, 

And doubts at laſt for knowledge riſe. 
LovEL x, laſting peace, appear! 

This world itſelf, if thou att here, 

Is once again with Eden bleſs'd, 

And man contains it in his breaſt. 
"Twas thus, as under ſhade I ſtood, 

I ſung my wiſhes to the wood, 

And loft in thought, no more perceiv'd 

The branches whiſper as they wav'd: 

It feem'd, as all the quiet place 

Confeſs'd the prefence of the 'Grace. 

When thus ſhe ſpoke —go rule thy will, 

Bid thy wild paſſions all be ſtill, 

Know God—and bring thy heart to know 

The joys which from religion 'flow : 

Then ev'ry grace ſhall prove its:gueſt, 

And I'll be there to crown the reſt. 
On! by yonder moffy ſeat, 

In my hours of ſweet retreat; 

Might I thus my ſoul employ, 

With ſenſe of gratitude-and joy: 

Rais'd as ancient prophets were, 

In heav'nly viſion, praiſe, and pray'r 

Pleaſing all men, hurting none, 

Pleas'd and bleſs'd with God alone: 

Then while the gardens take my ſight, 

With all the colours of delight; 

While ſilver waters glide along, 

To pleaſe my ear, and court my ſong: 

T'll lift my voice, and tune my ſtring, 

And Thee, great ſource of nature, ing. 
Tux ſun that walks his airy way, 

To light the world, and give the day; 
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The moon that ſhines with borrow'd light; 

The ſtars that gild the gloomy might; 

The ſeas that roll unnumber'd waves 

The wood that ſpreads its ſhady leaves; 

The field whoſe ears conceal the grain, 

The yellow treaſure of the plain; 

All of theſe, and all I ſee, 

Shou'd be ſung, and ſung by me: 

They ſpeak their Maker as they can, 

But want and aſk the tongue of man. 
Go ſearch among your idle dreams, 

Your buſy or your vain extreams; 

And find a life of equal bliſs, 

Or own the next begun in this. 


gaz nes Hen CPS d 
Poverty. | 


Ha the man! whoſe weighty purſe contains 

Or yellow gold, pale filver, or the coin 

Of ruddy copper; he on cheerful thoughts 

Enjoys a mental feaſt, nor pines with care. 

The chink of gold with gold (tranſporting ſound!) 

Excels the timbrel, or the Syren's voice 

Harmonious, or the whiſper ſoft 

Of Zephyr, warbling through the breathing flute 

To ſleeping Beauty, by aſſiduous Love, 

In midnight ſerenade. Gold, magic ſpell! 

Secure from wants and woes, from bitter ſtill 

Extras the ſweets of life, and leaves the dregs 

To Poverty and Me. Say, favour'd youths! 

When from the bag's wide mouth, or ſecret ſlit 

Of fob, you conſcious draw the glitt'ring gold, 

What pride, what pleaſure kindles in your breaſt! 
| G | 
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Grief flies, nor Mem'ry, if the views, regrets 
Home, happy ſeat of freedom and delight! 
Where letter'd tyranny no more decrees 
'The taſk laborious, but the vacant mind 
Is free to ev'ry bliſs, and lur'd by all, 
Inſatiate riots on parental love. 

Bur I nor join the gingling ſport of chuck, 
Nor chiming ring my coin, but debtor too, 
Far from the tread of ſocial foot, the ſhout 
Of mingled joy, with flow and filent pace, 
Alone through untrequented glades I rove; 
Loſt in the mazes of diſtracting thought, 
My mind too wanders, by no converſe cheer'd. 
_ Tavs, when the birds ia wanton bands combine, 
And round and round in ſportive circles glide, 
Or perch'd on ſome tall willow's bending top, 
In joyful concert pour the blended ſtrain; 
The ſolitary bat, in chimneys dark, 
Or hollow tree, abſconds, nor dares enjoy 
The noon-tide breeze of balmy ſpring; when eye 
Prolongs the deep'ning ſhade, and cheerleſs night 
Steals o'er the fading landſcape, through the gloom 
She wings her ſolitary flight, while ghoſts 
Glide filent o'er the haunted green, or ſtart 
At the lone owi's thrill ſcream, ill-omen'd ſound! 

Boe x lo! to ſharpen pain with fights of bliſs, 
And ſcourge with Envy's ſcorpions, where, by years 
Bent double, on her weary arm an hag 
The loaden baſket bears; tott'ring with haſte, 
And grinning ſhe approaches: ſee with joy 
A welcome crowd ſurround her; money now 
Bears off the nonpareil, or ſweet permain, 
Or rennet, golden fruit! I, like the fam'd 
Though wretched Tantalus, whom thund'ring Jore 
Flung' di into hell's fulphurous deep abyſs, 
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In midſt of plenty, poor and meagre ſtand. 
Yet Tantalus one wretched comfort boaſts, 
Society in woe; near him renew'd 
Prometheus” liver, doom'd the living food 
Of the ſtill hung'ring vulture. Syſiphus 
Straining each nerve in unavailing toll, 
Up the ſteep hill ſcarce moves the pond'rous ſtone. 
Ixion, bound in galling chains, is whirl'd 
Round with the reſtleſs wheel. I, wretched I, 
In Poverty, that complicated curſe, ſuſtain 
The plague of each, no fellow ſuff rer nigh. 

Ar night I quaff no ſweet nectareous juice, 
Nor laugh at merry pun or jocund tale, 
But, like the damn'd, when 3 charm'd the 

ſhades, 

With face diſtorted ſcrew a painful ſmile. 
While others o'er the golden poſſet chat, 
Whoſe yellow ſtreams like fam'd Pactolus flow 
Redundant, with a jug of ſma!l-beer flip 
Want's cheerleſs potion, I deſerted fit 
Like meagre hermit in a gloomy grot, 
With trees embower'd, and far from human fight. 
To ſuch retreat, from all things vile and vain, 
The glare of wealth, and blandiſhment of joy, 
O lead me, god of ſilence! hide me here 
From Inſolence and Scorn; where Poverty 
Preſides, the poor have peace. Receive me, then, 
Pale Goddeſs! from the thine of gold I fly. 
50, when the gaudy ſun in glittring car 
Ariſes, lo! afar the gloomy ſhades 
Depart, and vaniſh from the roſy morn, 
With chaos mixing and maternal night. 
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Solitude, 


II others warble love's ſoft pleaſing theme, 
Oc with tumultuous mirth to Bacchus raiſe 
The midnight chorus diſſonant and loud, 
Me now no more delight the ſparkiing bowl, 
Or dimpled beauty, bluthing kind conſent. 
No more-for theſe I ſnatch the vocal ſhell; 
Do thou, ſweet Solitude! accept my ſong. 

Hair! Solitude! all hail the bleſt retreat, 
Where thou and Peace, thy mild affociate, ſtray, 
Midſt groves and cooling ſhades, thy favour'd haunt! 
Or near the moſſy banks of purling ſtreams 
Recline and meditate, while round you throng 
The muſes, pleas'd to catch the burſting theme, 

And tune immortal muſick to thy ſong. 
Inſtructive ſong, that teaches beſt to know 
Ourſelves, the {ſcience mark'd by heav'n for man. 
Atthy:calm cell with rev'rend moſs o*ergrown, 
And claſpingavy, Care no entrance finds; 

Repulſed he ſeeks the temple's painted roof, 

W here the lang viſta terminates, or winds 

The labour'd lab'rinth to the coſtly grot, 

W here art has-heap'd the treaſures of the mine. 
Nor want'ſt thou converſe, though the world, far of 
Treads not the verdant path to thy receſs. 

Thy converſe is with nature, and to thee 
Her god deſcends, and deigns to guide thy ſearch 
Through all his works to track the glorious plan. 
Ah! let not man, whoſe hours are ſhort and few, 
Complain that time moves ſlow, and ſigh in vain 
For arts to urge the moments in their courſe, 
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Or gain their bleſſing as in haſte they paſs. 

Ah! let him not complain he wants employ, 

And languiſnh in the wearineſs of ſloth, 

Whilſt nature ſpreads the book of knowledge fair, 

Where Reaſon's eye, with unreproved delight, 

May gaze on beauty, and the raviſh'd ear 

Drink inſpiration from the voice of truth, 
SEE the bald hermit, ſtudious in the wild, 

Diſdain the tinſel vanities of life; | 

Simple and coarſe his fare, his ſlumbers ſhort, 

Subdu'd each rebel paſhon of the mind. 

His couch of mat at midnight oft he leaves, 

And kneeling wafts the ſilent pray'r to heav'n. 

The filent pray'r to his devoted breaſt 

In joy returns; from angel's food his ſoul 

Derives new vigour, till at length too ſtrong 

For bonds of clay to bind, ſhe burſt away, 

And claims her bright inheritance, the ſkies. 
Taus mighty Charles, who ſway'd Germania's. 

realms, 

Reſign'd the toys of empire, and forgot 

The pageantry of ſtate, the courtier's cringe, 

The fawn of flatt'ry, and the ſhout of fame. 

He walk'd with Science in thy calm retreat, 

O facred Solitude! with Virtue there 

And Piety he walk'd, ſelected few! 

There won a nobler vict'ry o'er himſelf, 

Than when his ſword, far dreaded, erſt ſubdu'd 

The troops of Gallia, and the hero led 

Her hauglity chief in triumph at his car. 
HENCE then, ye falſe ſeducers of my youth! 

Deluſive charms, and guilty joys, farewell! 

With thee, ſweet Solitude! henceforth III live,. 

And in thy arms, ſweet Solitude! will die. 
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The Shze- Boy. 


133 mortal men, great Jove (grown fond of 
change) 
Of old was wont the nether world to range, 
To ſeek amours; the vice the monarch lov'd 
Soon through the whole ætherial court improv'd; 
And even the proudeſt goddeſs now and then, 
Would lodge a night among the ſons of men; 
To vulgar deities deſcends the faſhion, 
Each, like her betters, had her earthly paſſion. 
Then Cloacina (goddeſs of the tide 
Whoſe ſable ſtreams beneath the city glide) 
Indulg'd the modiſ flame: The town ſhe rov'd, 
A mortal fcavenger ſhe iaw, ſhe lov'd; 
The muddy ſpots that dry'd upon his face, 
Like female patches, heighten'd every grace: 
She gaz'd, ſhe ſigh'd; for love can beauties ſpy 
In what ſeem faults, to ev'ry common eye. 

Now had the watchman walk'd his ſecond round, 
When Cloacina hears the rumbling ſound 
Of her known lover's cart, for well ſhe knows 
That pleafing thunder; ſwift the goddeſs roſe, 
And through the ſtreets purſu'd the diſtant noiſe, 
Her boſom panting with expected joys. 
With the night-wand'ring Harlot's airs ſhe paſt, 
Brufh'd near his fide, and wanton glances caſt ; 
In the black form of cinder-wench ſhe came, 
When love, the hour, the place that baniſh'd ſhame, 
To the dark alley arm in arm they move, 
O may no link-boy interrupt their love! 
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WHEN the pale moon had nine times fill'd her 
ſpace, | 
The pregnant goddeſs (cautious of diſgrace) 
Deſcends to earth, but ſought no midwife's aid, 
Nor midſt her anguith to Lucina pray'd; 
No cheerful goſſip wiih'd the mother joy, 
Alone, beneath a bulk ſhe dropt the boy. 
Tae child, through various riſques in years im- 
prov'd, 
At firſt a beggar's brat compaſſion mov'd; 
His infant tongue ſoon learnt the canting art, 
Knew all the pray'rs and whines to touch the heart. 
O HA, unown'd youth, your limbs can bear 
The ſcorching dog- ſtar, and the winter's air; 
While the rich infant, nurs'd with care and pain, 
Thirſts with each heat, and coughs with every rain! 
Taz goddeſs long had mark'd the child's diſtreſs, 
And long had fought his ſufferings to redreſs; 
She prays the gods to take the foundling's part, 
To teach his hands ſome beneficial att, 
Practis'd in ſtreets: The gods her ſuit allow'd, 
And made him uſeful to the walking croud, 
To cleanſe the miry feet, and o'er the ſhoe, 
With nimble {kill the gloſſy black renew. 
Each pow'r contributes to relieve the poor; 
With the ſtrong briſtles of the mighty boar, 
Diana forms his bruſh; the god of day 
A tripod gives, amid the crouded way, 
To raiſe his dirty foot, and eaſe his toil; 
Kind Neptune fills his vaſe with fetid oil, 
Preſs'd from th' enormous whale; the god of fire, 
From whoſe dominion ſmoaky clouds aſpire, 
Among theſe gen'rous preſents joins his part, 
And aids with ſoot the new japanning art. 
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Pleas'd ſhe receives the gifts, ſhe downwards glides, 
Lights in Fleet-Ditch, and ſhoots beneath the tides, 
| Now dawns the morn, the ſturdy lad awakes, 

Leaps from his ſtall, his tangled hair he ſhakes; 

Then leaning oer the rails, he muſing ſtood, 
And view'd below the black canal of mud, 
Where common-ſewers a lulling murmur keep, 
Whoſe torrents ruſh from Holburn's. fatal ſteep: 
Penſive through idleneſs, tears flow'd apace, 
Which eas'd his loaded heart and waſh'd his face. 
At length he ſighing cry'd, that: boy is bleſs'd, 
Whoſe infant lips have drain'd a mother's breaſt; 
But happier far be thoſe (if ſuch. be known) 
Whom both a father and a mother own: 
But I alas! hard fortune's utmoſt ſcorn, 
Who ne'er knew father, was an orphan born! 
Some boys are rich by birth beyond all wants, 
Belov'd by uncles and by good old aunts. 
When time comes round a Chriſtmas- box they bear, 
And one day makes 'em rich for all the year. 
Had I the precepts of a father learn'd, 
Perhaps I then the coachman's fare had earn'd; 
For leſſer boys can drive; I thirſty ſtand, 
And ſee the double flaggon charge their hand,. 
See 'em puff off the froth and gulph amain, 
While with dry tongue I lick my lips in vain. 
WHILE thus he fervent prays, the heaving tide, 
In widen'd circles beats on ev'ry fide, 
The goddeſs roſe amid the inmoſt round, 
With wither'd turnip-tops her temples crown'd; 
Low reach'd her dripping treſles, lank and black, 
As the ſmooth jet, or gloſſy raven's back; 
Around her waiſt a circling eel was twin'd, 


Which baund her robe, that hung in rags behind. 
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Now beck'ning to the boy, ſhe thus begun: 
Thy pray'rs are granted, weep no more my ſon; 
Go ſtrive, at ſome frequented corner ſtand, 
This bruſh I give thee, graſp it in thy hand; 
Temper the ſoot within this vaſe of oil,. 
And let the little tripod aid thy toil. 
On this, methinks, I ſee the walking crew, 
At thy requeſt ſupport the miry thoe; 
The foot grows. black, that was with mire imbrown'd, 
And in thy pocket jingling ha'pence ſound; 
The goddeſs plunged: ſwift beneath the flood, 
And dathes all around her ſhow'rs of mud. 
The youth ſtrait choſe his poſt; the labour ply'd, 
Where branching ſtreets from Charing-croſs divide; 
His treble voice reſounds along the Meuſe, 
And Whitehall echoes—Clean your honour's ſhoes. 


c DN Wee SENSE 8 RL SS RANT 
The Paſſions. An Ode. 


V HEN Muſic, heavenly maid, was young, 
V While yet in early Greece ſhe ſung, 
The Paſſions oft, to hear her ſhell, 

Throng'd round her magic cell, 

Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 

Poſſeſt beyond the Muſe's painting; 

By turns they felt the glowing mind 

Diſturb'd, delighted, rais'd, refin'd. 

Till once, 'tis ſaid, when all were ſir'd, 

Fill'd with fury, rapt, inſpir'd, 

From the ſupporting myrtles round 5 
They ſnatch'd her inſtcuments of ſound, 
And as they oft had heard apart 


Sweet leſſons of her forceful art, 
8 5 
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Each, for madneſs rul'd the hour, 
Would prove his own expreſſive power. 


Firſt Fear his hand, its ſkill to try, 
Amid the chords bewilder'd laid, 
And back recoil'd he knew not why, 
Even at the ſound himſelf had made. 


Next Anger ruſh'd, his eyes on fire, 
In lightnings own'd his ſecret ſtings, 
In one rude claſh he ſtruck the lyre, 
And ſwept with hurried hand the ſtrings. 


With woful meaſures wan Deſpair 
Low ſullen ſounds his grief beguil'd, 
A ſolemn, ſtrange, and mingled air, 
Twas ſad by fits, by ſtarts 'twas wild. 


But thou, O Hope, with eyes ſo fair, 

What was thy delighted meaſure? 
Still it whiſper'd promis'd pleaſure, 

And bade the lovely ſcenes at diſtance hail! 

Still would her touch the ſtrain prolong, 

And from the rocks, the woods, the vale, 

She call'd on Echo ſtill through all the ſong; 

And where her ſweeteſt theme ſhe choſe, 

A ſoft reſponſive voice was heard at every cloſe, 
And Hope enchanted ſmil'd, and wav'd her golden 

hair. 


And longer had ſhe ſung,—but, with a frown, 
p Revenge impatient roſe, 
He threw his blood-ſtain'd ſword in thunder down, 
And, with a withering look, 
The war-denouncing trumpet took, 
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And blew a blaſt ſo loud and dread, 
Were ne'er prophetic ſo full of woe. 
And ever and anon he beat 
The doubling drum with turious heat: 
And tho' ſometimes, each dreary pauſe between, 
Dejected Pity at his fide, 
Her ſoul-ſubduing voice applied, 
Yet ſtill he kept his wild unalter'd mien, | 
While each ſtrain'd ball of fight ſeem'd burſting from 
his head. 


Thy numbers, Jealouſy, to nought were fix'd, 
Sad proof of thy diſtreſsful ſtate, 

Of differing themes the veering ſong was mird, 
And now it courted Love, now raving call'd on Hate. 


With eyes up-rais'd, as one inſpir'd, 
Pale Melancholy fat retir'd, | 
And from her wild ſequeſter'd feat, 
In notes by diſtance made more ſweet, 
Pour'd thro? the mellow horn her penſive ſoul : 
And daſhing ſoft from rocks around, 
Bubbling runnels join'd the ſound; 
Thro' glades and glooms the mingled meaſure ſtole, 
Or over ſome haunted ſtreams with fond delay, 
Round an holy calm diffuſing, 
Love of peace, and lonely muſing, 
In hollow murmurs died away. 


But O, how alter'd was its ſprightlier tone! 
When Chearfulnefs, a nymph of healthieſt hue, 
Her bow acroſs her ſhoulder flung, 
Her buſkins gemm'd with morning dew, 
Blew an infpiring air, that dale and thicket rung, 
The hunter's call to Faun and Dryad known! 
G 6 
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The oak-crown'd Siſters, and their chaſte- ey d 
Satyrs and Sylvan boys were ſeen, [Queen, 
Peeping from forth their alleys green; 

Brown Exerciſe rejoic'd to hear, 
And Sport leapt up, and ſeiz'd his beechen ſpear. 


Laſt came Joy's ecſtatic trial, 
He with viny crown advancing, 
Firſt to the lively pipe his hand addreſt, 
But ſoon he ſaw the briſk awakening viol, 
Whoſe ſweet entrancing voice he lov'd the beſt. 
They would have thought, who heard the ftrain, 
They ſaw in Tempe's vale her native maids, 
Amidſt the feaſtful ſounding ſhades, 
To ſome unwearied minſtrel dancing, 
While, as his flying fingers kiſs'd the ſtrings, 
Love fram'd with Mirth, a gay fantaſtic round, 
Looſe were her treſſes ſeen, her zone unbound, 
And he, amidſt his frolic play, | 
As if he would the charming air repay, 
Shook thouſand odours from his dewy wings. 


O Muſic, ſphere-deſcended maid, 
Friend of pleaſure, wiſdom's aid, 
Why, Goddeſs, why to us denied? 
Lay'ſt thow thy antient. lyre afide? 

As in that lov'd Athenian bower, 
You learn'd an all-commanding power, 
Thy mimic ſoul, O nymph, endear'd, 
Can well recall what then it heard. 

W here 1s thy native ſimple heart, 
Devote to virtue, fancy, art ? 

Ariſe, as in that elder-time, 

Warm, energic, chaſte, ſublime! 
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Thy wonders, in that godlike age, 
Fill thy recording Siſter's page 
is ſaid, and I believe the tale, 
Thy humbleſt reed could more prevail, 
Had more of ſtrength, diviner rage, 
Than all which charms this laggard age, 
Even all at once together found 
Cæcilia's mingled world of ſound 
O bid our vain endeavours ceaſe, 
Revive the juſt deſigns of Greece, 
Return in all thy fimple ſtate! 
Confirm the tales her ſons relate! 


Springe 


HEN approach'd by the fair — fingers of 
Spring, 
Swelling buds open firſt, and look gay, 
When the birds on the boughs * their mates ſit and 
ſing, 
And are danc'd by the — on each ſpray: 


When gently deſcending, the rain in ſoft ſnowers, 
With its moiſture refreſhes the ground, 
And the drops, as they hang on the plants and the 
flowers, | ; 
Like rich gems beam a luſtre around: 


When the wood-pigeons ſit on the branches and cooe, 
And the cuckow proclaims with his voice, 
That Nature marks this for the ſeaſon to wooe, 
And for all that can love to 1ejoice; 
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In a cottage at night may I ſpend all my time, 
In the fields and the meadows all day, 

With a maiden whoſe charms are yet in their prime, 
Young as April, and blooming as May: 


When the lark with ſhrill notes ſings aloft in the morn, 
May my faireſt and I ſweetly wake, 

View the far diſtant hills which the ſun- beams adorn, 
Then ariſe, and our cottage forſake. 

When the ſun ſhines ſo warm, that my charmer and! 
May recline on the turf without fear, 

Let us there all vain thoughts and ambition defy, 
While we breathe the firſt ſweets of the year. 


Be this ſpot on a hill, and a ſpring from its fide 
Bubble out and tranſparently flow, 

Creep gently along in meanders, and glide 
Thro' the vale ſtrow'd with daifies below. 


While the bee flies from bloſſom to bloſſom and ſipa, 
And the violets their ſweetneſs impart, 

Let me hang on her neck, and fo taſte from her lips 
The rich cordial that thrills to the heart. 


While the dove firs lamenting the loſs of its mate, 
Which the fowler has caught in his ſnares, 
May we think ourſelves bleſt that it is not our fate, 

To endure ſuch an abſence as theirs. 


May I liſten to all her ſoft, tender, ſweet notes 
When ſhe ſings, and no founds interfere, 
But the warbling of birds, which in ftretching their 
throats 
Are at ſtrife to be louder than her. 
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When the daiſies, and cowſlips, and primroſes blow, 
And checquer the meads, and the lawns, 

May we ſee bounding there the ſwift light-footed doe, 
And purſue with our eye the young fawns, 


When the lapwings juſt fledg'd o'er the turf take 
their run, | 
And the firſtlings are all at their play, 
And the harmleſs young lambs ſkip about in the ſun, 
Let us then be as frolic as they. 


When I talk of my love, ſhould I chance to eſpy, 
That ſhe ſeems to miſtruſt what I ſay, 

By a tear that is ready to fall from her eye, 
With my lips let me wipe it away. 


If we fit, or we walk, may I caſt round my eyes, 
And let no ſingle beauty eſcape, | 
But ſee none to create ſo much love, and ſurprize, 

As her eyes, and her face, and her ſhape. 


Thus each day let us paſs, till the buds turn to leaves, 

And the meadows around us are mown, 

When the laſs on the ſweet-ſmelling haycock re- 
ceives, | 

What ſhe afterwards bluſhes to own. 


When evenings grow cool, and the flowers _y 
their heads 
With the dew, then no longer we'll roam, 
With my arm round her waiſt, in a path through 
the meads, 
Let us haſten to find our way home. 
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When the birds are at rooſt, with their heads in 
their wings, 
Each one by the fide of his mate; 
When a miſt that ariſes a drowſineſs brings 
Upon all but the owl and the bat: 


When ſoft reſt is requir'd, and the ſtars lend their light, 
And all Nature lies quiet and ſtill ; | 
When no ſound breaks the ſacred repoſe of the night, 
But, at diſtance, the clack of a mill: 


With peace for our pillow, and free from all noiſe, 
So that voices in whiſpers are known, 
Let us give and receive all the nameleſs ſoft. joys,. 
a That are mus'd on by lovers alone. 


0 


Summer. 


HERE the light cannot 9 in a grove: 
of tall trees, 
With my fair one as blooming as May, 
Undiſturb'd by all ſound but the ſighs of the breeze, 
Let me pals the hot noon of the day. 


\ 


When the ſun leſs intenſe to the weſtward inclincs, 
For the meadows the groves we'll forſake, 

And ſee the rays dance as inverted he ſhines, 

On the face of ſome river or lake. 


Where my faireſt and I, on its verge as we paſs, 
For tis ſhe that. muſt. ſti}l. be my theme, 
Our two ſhadows may view in the watery glaſs, | 


While the fith are at play in the ſtream. 
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May the herds ceaſe to low, and the lambkins to 
bleat, 
When ſhe ſings me ſome amorous ſtrain 
All be filent and huſht, unleſs Echo repeat 
The kind words, and ſweet ſounds back again 


And when we return to our cottage at night, 
Hand in hand as we ſauntering ſtray, 
Let the moon's ſilver beams through the leaves give 
us light, 
Juſt direct us, and checquer our way. 


Let the nightingale warble its notes in our walk, 
As thus gently and ſlowly we move; 

And let no fingle thought be expreſs'd in our talk, 
But of friendſhip improv'd into love. 


Thus enchanted each day with thoſe rural delights, 
And ſecure from Ambition's alarms, 
Soft love and repoſe: ſhall divide all our nights, 
And each morning ſhall riſe with. new charms. 


. 
Autumn. 


HO? the ſeaſons muſt alter, ah! yet let me find, 
What all muſt confeſs to be rare, 
A female ſtill chearful, and faithful, and kind, 
The bleſſings of Autumn to ſhare. 


Let one ſide of our cottage, a flouriſhing vine 
Overſpread with its branches, and ſhade; 

Whoſe cluſters appear more- tranſparent and fine, 
As its leaves are beginning to fade. 
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When the fruit makes the branches bend down With 
| its load, 
In our orchard furrounded with pales; 
In a bed of clean ſtraw let our apples be ſtow'd, 
For a tart that in Winter regales. 


When the vapours that riſe from the earth in the morn 

Seem to hang on its furface like ſmoak, 

Till diſpers'd by the fun that gilds over the corn, 
Within doors let us prattle and joke. 


But when we ſee clear all the hues of the leaves, 
And at work in the fields are all hands, 

Some in reaping the wheat, others binding the ſheaves, 

Let us careleſſy ſtroll o'er the lands. | 


How pleaſing the fight of the toiling they make, 
To collect what kind Nature has ſent! 

Heaven. grant we may not of their labour partake; 
But, oh! give us their bappy content. 


And ſometimes on a bank, under bade, by a brook, 
Let us ſilently fit at our eaſe, 
And there gaze on the ſtream, till the fiſh on the hook 


Struggles hard to procure its releaſe. 


And now when the huſbandman ſings harveſt home, 
And the corn's all got into the houſe; 
When the long wiſh'd-for time of their meeting is 
come, | 
To frolic, and feaſt, and earouſe; 


When the leaves from the trees are begun to be ſhed, 
And are leaving the branches all bare, 
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Either ſtrew'd at the roots, ſhrivell'd, wither'd, and 
dead, | 

Or elſe blown to and fro in the air; 


When the ways are ſo miry, that bogs they might 
ſeem, | 
And the axle-tree's ready to break, 
While the waggoner whiſtles in ſtopping his team, 
And then claps the poor jades on the neck. 


In the morning let's follow the cry of the hounds, 
Or the fearful young covey beſet; 
Which though ſkulking in ſtubble, and weeds on 
the grounds, | 
Are becoming a prey to the net. 


Let's enjoy all the pleaſure retirement affords, 
Still amus'd with theſe innocent ſports, 

Nor once envy the pomp of fine ladies and tords, 
With their grand entertainments in courts. 


In the evening when lovers are leaning on ſtiles, 
Deep engag'd in ſome amorous chat, 

And 'tis very well known by his grin and her ſmiles, 
What they both have a mind to be at; 


To our dwelling, tho' homely, well-pleas'd to repair, 
Let our mutual endearments revive, 
And let no ſingle action, or look, but declare, 


How contented and happy we live. 


Should ideas ariſe that may ruffle the ſoul, 
Let ſoft muſic the phantoms remove, 

For 'tis harmony only has force to controul, 
And unite all the paſlions in love. 
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With her eyes but half open, her cap all awry, 
When the laſs 1s. preparing for bed, 

And the fleepy dull clown, who fits nodding juſt by, 
Sometimes rouzes and ſcratches his head. 


In the night when 'tis cloudy, and rainy, and dark, 
And the labourers ſnore as they lie, 

Not a noiſe to diſturb us, unleſs a dog bark. 
In a farm, or the village hard by. 


At the time of ſweet reſt, and: of quiet like this, 
Ere our eyes are clos'd up in their lids, 

Eet us welcome the ſeaſon, and taſte of that bliſs, 
Which the ſunſhine and daylight forbids. 


Winter. 


| HEN the trees are all bare, not a leaf to. 
be ſeen, | 
And the meadows their beauty have loſt; 
When Nature's difrob'd of her mantle of green, 
And the ſtreams are faſt bound with the froſt, 


While the peaſant inactive ſtands ſhivering with 
cold, 
As bleak the winds northerly blow; 
And the innocent flocks run for warmth to the 
fold, 
With their ſleeces beſprinkled with ſnow. 
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In the yard, when the cattle are fodder'd with ſtraw, 
And they ſend forth their breath like a ſteam : 

And the neat looking dairy-maid ſees ſhe muſt thaw 
Flakes of 1ce that the finds in the cream, 


When the ſweet country-maiden, as freſh as a roſe, 
As the careleſsly trips often ſlides, | 
And the ruſtics laugh loud, if by falling ſhe ſhews 

All the charms that her modeſty hides, 


When the lads and the laſſes for company join'd, 
In a crowd round the embers are met; 

Talk of fairies, and witches, that ride on the wind, 
And of ghoſts, till they're all in a ſweat. 


Heaven grant in this ſeaſon it may be my lot, 
With the nymph whom J love and admire; 

While the icicles hang from the eves of my cot, 
I may thither in fafety retire: 


Where in neatneſs and quiet and free from ſurprize, 
We may live and no hardſhips endure; 

Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 
But ſuch as each other may cure. 
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A Love-Letter, long after Marriage. 


O thee, my dear! my ſouPs far better part! 
Theſe lines I ſend, emerging from my heart. 

Wher'ere thy lot is caſt, or foot ſhall tread, 
The muſe will haunt thee, conſtant as thy ſhade, 
Sooner the needle ſhall forſake the pole, 
Than thou be baniſh'd from my inmoſt ſoul. 
Abſent, thy image does my mind employ, 
And when thou'rt preſent tis a harveſt joy. 
A blifs unknown to guilty love we taſte, 
Reſerv'd by heav'n for all the pure and chaſte. 

An! what avails this houſe, theſe gardens here, 
Thoſe purling ſtreams, my heart's depreſs'd with fear, 
Leſt ſome fierce fever revel in thy veins, 
Impair thy health, and mock the doctor's pains; 
Conſumptions ſap thee, by gradations flow, 
Or apoplex ſhould kill thee at a blow; 
Leſt highwaymen thy tim*rous ſoul affright, 
Or pick-pockets exert on thee their ſleight; 
A fire by night, or accident, by day, 
May ſnatch my prize, my beauteous prize away. 

War don't I fear? Return, and all is well, 
*Tis thou alone can'ſt this combuſtion quell; 
Thy preſence only makes ſerene and gay, 
Improves each joy, and chaſes care away. 
With thee O let me live! and never part! 
Thou fill 'ſt up ev'ry chaſm in my heart; 
No room to wiſh, or wantonly to range, 


A love ſo founded, ne'er was known to change. 
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The Shepherd and Nightingale. 


HEN ſhepherds flouriſh'd in Eliza's reign, 
There liv'd in great eſteem a jolly fwain, 
Young Colin Clout; who well could pipe and fing, 
And by his notes invite the lagging ſpring, 
He, as his cuſtom was, at leiſure laid, 
In filent ſhade, without a rival play d. 
Drawn by the magic of th' inticing ſound, 
What crouds of mute admirers flock'd around! 
The ſterlings left their food; and creatures wild, 
By nature form'd, inſenſibly grew mild. 
He makes the birds in troops about him throng, 
And loads the neighb'ring branches with his ſong. 
AMONG the reſt, a nightingale of fame, 
Jealous, and fond of praiſe, to liſten came. 
She tun'd her ear; and emulous with pride, 
Like echo, to the ſhepherd's pipe reply'd: 
The ſhepherd heard with wonder, and again, 
To try her more, renew'd his various ftrain. 
Io all his various ſtrain ſhe ſhapes her throat, 
And adds peculiar grace to ev'ry note. 
If Colin in complaining accents grieves, 
Or briſker motion to his meaſure gives; 
If gentle founds he modulates, or ſtrong, 
She, not a little vain, repeats the ſong: 
But ſo repeats, that Colin half deſpis'd 
His pipe and ſxill, ſo much by others priz' d: 
And, ſweeteſt ſongſter of the winged kind, 
What thanks, ſaid he, what praiſes can I find, 
To equal thy melodious voice? in thee, 
The rudeneſs of my rural fife I ſee; 
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From thee learn to vaunt no more my {kill. 
Aloft in air ſhe fat, provoking till 

The vanquiſh'd ſwain: provok'd at laſt he ſtrove 
To ſhow the littleminſtrel-of the grove 

His utmoſt art, if ſo ſome ſmall eſteem 

He might obtain, and credit loft, redeem. 

He draws in breath his riſing breaſt to fill; 
Thro' all the wood his pipe is heard to ſhrill, 
From note to note in haſte his fingers fly; 


Still more and more his numbers multiply: 


And now they thrill, and now they fall and riſe, 

And ſwift and flow they change with ſweet ſurprize. 

_ ATTENTIVE ſhe does fcarce the ſounds retain; 

But to herſelf firſt cons the puzzling ſtrain; 

And tracing careful, note by note repays 

The ſhepherd, in his own harmonious lays; 

Thro* ev'ry changing cadence runs at length, 

And adds in ſweetneſs, what ſhe wants in ſtrength. 
Tux Colin threw his fife diſgrac'd aſide; 

While ſhe loud triumph ſings, proclaiming wide 

Her mighty conqueſt. What could Colin more? 

A little harp, of maple ware he bore : 

The harp itſelf was old, but newly ſtrung, 

Which uſual he acroſs his ſhoulders hung. 


Now take, delightful bird, my laſt farewel, 


He ſaid; and learn from hence thou doſt excel 


No trivial artiſt: And at that he wound, 


The murm'ring ſtrings, and order'd ev ry ſound. 
Then earneſt to his inſtrument he bends, 

And both his hands upon the ſtrings extends. 
The ſtrings obey his touch, and various move, 
The lower anſw ting ſtill to thoſe above. 

His reſtleſs fingers traverſe to and fro, 

And in purſuit of harmony they go: 
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Now, lightly ſkimming, o'er the ſtrings they paſs, 

Like winds that gently bruſh the plying graſs, 

And melting airs afiſe at their command, 

And now, laborious, with a weighty hand, 

He finks into the chords with ſolemn pace, 

And gives the fwelling tones a manly grace. 

Then, intricate, he blends agreeing ſounds, 

While muſick thro? the trembling harp abounds. 
Tas double ſounds the nightingale perplex, 

And, pos'd, ſhe does her troubled ſpirits vex. 

She warbles diffident, *twixt hope and fear, 

And hits imperfect accents here and there. 

Then Colin play'd again, and playing ſung : 

She, with the fatal love of glory ſtung, 

Hears all in pain; her heart begins to ſwell; 

In piteous notes ſhe ſings, in notes that tell 

Her bitter anguiſh : he, ſtill ſinging, plies 

His limber joints; her ſorrows higher riſe. 

How ſhall ſhe bear a conqu'ror, who before 

No equal, thro” the grove, in muſick bore? 

She droops, and hangs her flagging wings and moans, 

And fetches from her breaſt melodious groans; 

Oppreſs'd with grief at laſt, too great to quell, 

Down breathleſs on the guilty harp ſhe fell. 
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The Wiſh. 


ET others travel, with inceſſant pain, 

The wealth of earth and ocean to ſecure; 

Then with fond hopes careſs the precious bane; 
In grandeur abject, and in affluence poor. 


But ſoon, too ſoon, in Fancy's timid eyes, 

Wild waves ſhall roll, and conflagrations ſpread; 
While bright in arms, and of gigantic ſize, 

The fear-form'd robber haunts the thorny bed. 


Let me, in dreadleſs poverty retir'd, 
The real joys of life, unenvied, ſhare: 
Favour'd by love, and by the muſe inſpir'd, 
III yield to wealth its jealouſy and care. 


rr — 


On riſing ground, the proſpect to command, | 
Unting'd with ſmoke, where vernal breezes blow, 
In rural neatneſs let my cottage ſtand ; 
Here wave a wood, and there a river flow. 
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Oft from the neighbouring hills and paſtures round, 
Let ſheep with tender bleat ſalute my ear; 

Nor fox inſidious haunt the guiltleſs ground, 
Nor man purſue the trade of murder near : 
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Far hence, kind heaven! expel the ſavage train, 
Inur'd to blood, and eager to deſtroy ; 
Who pointed ſteel with recent ſlaughter ſtain, 
And place in groans and death their cruel joy. 
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Ye powers of ſocial life and tender ſong ! 
To you devoted ſhall my fields. remain; 

Here undiſturb'd the peaceful day prolong, 

Nor own a ſmart but love's delightful pain. 


For you, my trees ſhall wave their leafy ſhade; 
For you, my gardens tinge the lenient air; 

For you, be autumn's bluſhing gifts diſplay'd, 
And all that nature yields of ſweet or fair. 


But, O! if plaints which love and grief inſpire, 
In heavenly breaſts could e er compaſſion find, 

Grant me, ah! grant my heart's ſupreme deſire, 
And teach my dear Urania to be kind. 


For her, black ſadneſs clouds my brighteſt day; 
For her, in tears the midnight vigils roll; 

For her, cold horrors melt my powers away, 
And chill the living vigour of my ſoul. 


Beneath her ſcorn each youthful ardour dies, 
Its joys, its wiſhes, and its hopes, expire! 

In vain the fields of ſcience tempt my eyes; 
In vain for me the muſes ſtring the lyre. 


O! let her oft my humble dwelling grace, 
Humble no more, if there ſhe deign to ſhine 
For heaven, unlimited by time or place, 


Still waits on god like worth and charms divine. 


Amid the cooling fragrance of the morn, 

How ſweet with her through lonely fields to ſtray! 
Her charms the lovelieſt landſcape ſhall adorn, 
And add new glories to the riſing day. 

| H 2 


171 


* 
— — 


5 — 1 — — = ——— — 5 — the — 
* LV, — 
a Wo, « 1 - 


— * _ 


—— — 


, 
, 
j 
' 
' 
N 
: 
N 


172 COLLECTION OF 


With her, all nature ſhines in heighten'd bloom; 
The filver ſtream in ſweeter muſic flows; 

Odours more rich the fanning gales perfume; 
And deeper tinctures paint the ſpreading roſe, 


With her, the ſhades of night their horrors loſe, 
Its deepeſt ſilence charms if ſhe be by; 

Her voice the muſic of the dawn renews, 
Its lambent radiance ſparkles in her eye. 


How ſweet, with her, in wiſdom's calm receſs, 
To brighten ſoft defire with wit refin'd! 

Kind nature's laws with ſacred Aſhley trace, 
And view the faireſt features cf the mind | 


Or borne on Milton's flight, as heaven ſublime, 
View its full blaze in open project glow; 
Bleſs the firſt pair in Eden's happy clime, 
Or drop the human tear for endleſs woe. 


And when, in virtue, and in peace grown old, 
No arts the languid lamp of life reſtore; 

Her let me graſp with hands convuls'd and cold, 
Till every nerve relax'd can hold no more. 


Long, long on her my dying eyes ſuſpend, 
Till the laſt beam ſhall vibrate on my ſight; 

Then ſoar where only greater joys attend, 
And bear her image to eternal light. 


Fend wan, ah! whither would thy fancy rove? 
"Tis thine to languiſh in unpitied ſmart; 

"Tis thine, alas! eternal ſcorn to prove, 
Nor feel one gleam of comfort warm thy heart. 
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But, if my fair this cruel law impoſe, 
Pleas'd, to her will J all my foul reſign: 

To walk beneath the burden of my woes, 
Or ſink in death, nor at my fate repine. 


Yet when, with woes unmingled and lincere, 
To earth's cold womb in ſilence I deſcend; 


Let her, to grace my. obſequies appear, 
And with the weeping throng her ſorrows blend. 


Ah! no, be all her hours with pleaſure crown'd, 
And all her foul from every anguith free : 

Should my ſad fate that gentle beſom wound, 
The joys of heaven would be no joys to me. 
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Laura, or the Complaint. f . 


E groves, with venerable moſs array'd, 
That o'er yon caverns ſtretch your pendent 
ſhade, 8 
Where ſacred ſilence lulls the rural vale, 
And love in whiſpers tells his tender tale, 
Ye lonely rocks, ye ſtreams that ever flow, 
Still as my tears, and conſtant ps my woe, 
To you behold the wretched Laura flics, 
And haunts thoſe ſeats from whence her ſorrows riſe; 
Where, loſt to love, how often has ſhe ſtray'd? 
When the fond lover led his bluſhing maid, 
When his ſoſt lips, too eloquent his art, 
Pour'd the warm wiſh, and breath'd out all his heart. 
AH once lov'd ſeats, your pleaſing ſcenes are o'er, 
Nor you can charm, ſince he can love no more 
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Tho' ſmile your lawns with vernal glories crown'd, 
In vain gay nature paints th* enamePd ground; 
While through your ſolitary paths I rove, 
A prey to grief, to ſickneſs, and to love. 
Tho” gentle zephyrs fan the bending bowers, 
Tho' breathes the incenſe of your opening flowers, 
Nor opening flowers, nor gentle zephyrs charm, 
Nor beauteous ſcenes a grief like mine diſarm; 
Fade every flower, and languiſh every ſenſe, 
Ye have no ſweets for fallen innocence. 

Torn by remorſe, fad victim of deſpair, 
Where ſhall I turn ? or where addreſs my prayer? 


Far as the morn its early beam diſplays, 


Oc where the ſtar of evening darts its rays; 
Far as wide earth is ſtretch'd, or oceans roll, 
Where blow the winds, or heaven inveſts the pole, 


In vain my fluttering ſoul would wing its way; 


Stern care purſues, where'er the wretched ſtray. 
Sor r god of fleep, whoſe ever-peaceful reign 
Lulls earth, and heaven, and all the extended main, 

Powerful to give the labouring heart to reſt, 
To wipe the tear, and heal the wounded breaſt, 
Say, by what crime offended, flies from me, 
Invok'd, thy unpropitious deity? 

Or dooms, on racks of wildeſt fancy torn, 

In dreams my agonizing ſoul to mourn ? 

Why am I oft on angry billows toſt, 


Now in ſome wide and dreary defart loſt? 


Why yet in life infernal tortures feel, 
Bound by fierce demons to ſome rapid wheel? 
Now ſeem to climb, while hills on hills ariſe, 


In vain: or fall in tempeſts from the ſkies, 
Tread burning plains, or ſwim in ſeas of fire, 


Juſt reach the ſhore, then ſee the ſhoxe retire? 
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As oft, dear youth! thy pleaſing form appears; 
I ſtretch my arms, and wake diſſolv'd in tears; 
Yet waking fancy all that loſs ſupplies, 
And ſtill I view thee with a lover's eyes; 
Entranc'd, in thought, o'er all thy charms I gaze, 
Sce thy bright eyes diffuſe their ſofteſt rays, 
Hang on thy hand, and on thy breaſt reclin'd, 
Play with thy locks that. waver with the windy. 
Joy in thy joy, or in thy ſorrows join, 
And on thy lips my ſpirit mix with thine. 
Now o'er dark wilds, or rugged rocks we ſtray, 
Love lights the gloom, and ſmooths the dreary way; 
Now on ſoft banks our weary limbs repoſe, 
Where every flower of vernal beauty glows;, 
But light as air each pleaſing viſion flew, 
Swift as the ſun. diſpels the morning dew ;; 
While with the day returns the ſenſe of woe, 
We wake more wretched when the cheat we know. 

IMAGINATION! miſtreſs of. the ſoul, 

What powers unſeen the active mind controul ? 
And fill the waking thought, or buſy ſleep? 
When not a breeze diſturbs the tranquil deep,. 
Nor lofty pines through all the foreſt move, 
Why ftir the motions of reſiſtleſs love? 

Unc'p by, the golden morn, the night recedes, 
And year to year in changetul courſe ſucceeds; 
Nor night, nor morn, nor years to me reſtore 
The peace which Laura's heart poſſeſs'd before; 
Involv'd in clouds one darkſome ſcene I view; 
Bleed the ſame wounds, and all my pains renew.. 

O BoaAsT of Laura's-long forgotten praile ! 
Paſt are the triumphs of my happier days, 
When plac'd ſupreme on beauty's radiant throne, 
I ſaw. with conſcious pride each heart my own; 
H 4 
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Where'er I turn'd, a thouſand nymphs admir'd; 
Whenc'er I ſmil'd, a thouſand ſwains expir'd: 
I ſpoke, *twas muſic dwelt upon my tongue; 
I mov'd a goddeſs, and an angel ſung. 

My careleſs ſteps in joys were taught to rove; 
Each voice was flattery, and each look was love; 
But beauty's power, too mighty long to laſt, 
Fled on the wings of rapid time ts paſt. 

As ſome proud veſſel to the proſperous gale 
Her ſtreamer waves, and ſpreads the ſilken ſail, 
While ſilver oars to flutes ſoft breathing ſweep 
With meaſur'd ſtrokes the ſcarcely heaving deep, 
But ſoon tempeſtuous clouds the ſcene deform, ' 
And the loud ſurge remurmers to the ſtorm; 
Thus big with hope, from dark ſuſpicion free, 
I fail d with tranſport on life's ſummer ſea; 
The gay attendants of my happy ſtate, 
The Smiles, the Graces round were ſeen to wait, 
And all the moments, as they ſwiftly flew, 
Shower'd down ſoft joys, and pleaſures ever new. 
How chang'd this fleeting image of a day! 
How ſets in awful gloom the evening ray! 
While, fixt on earth her eye in ſad ſuſpence, 
Pours the deep figh inceſſant penitence. 

Ix youthful charms decay with age or pain, 
Beauty, thy crouded worthippers how vain! 
Why then ſuch crowds of incenſe round aſcend? 
Why proſtrate monarchs at thy altars bend? 


At once to win thee, and increaſe thy power? 
Let fad example reaſon's dictates aid; 

lere ſee what ruin grief and love have made; 
Even love, who lives by beauty's ſmiles careſt, 
Baſks in her eyes, and wantons on her breaſt, 
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With cruel force the fatal ſhaft employs, 
And ſooneſt what he molt adores deſtroys. 

How cold I feel life's idle current flow, 
Where once the dancing ſpirits lov'd to glow ! 
No more theſe eyes with youthful rapture ſhine, 
Nor cheeks ſoft bluſhing ſpeak a warmth divine; 
Graceful no more amid the feſtive dance 
My ſteps with eaſy dignity advance, 
And all the gloſſy locks, whoſe ringlets ſpread, 
O'er my fair neck, the honours of my head, 
Ceaſe the neat labours of my hand to know; 
IIll ſuits the care of elegance with woe! 

Way did not nature, when ſhe gave to charm, 
With unrelenting pride my boſom arm? 
Why was my ſoul its tender pity taught, 
Each ſoſt affection, and each generous thought? 
Hence ſpring my ſorrows, hence with ſighs J prove 
How feeble. woman, and how fierce is love. 

In unavailing ſtreams my tears are ſhed; 
Sad Laura's bliis is with Lorenzo fled, 
For thee, falſe youth, was every joy reſign'd, 
Young health, ſweet peace, and innocence of mind; 
Are theſe the conſtant vows thy tongue profeſt, 
When firſt thy arms my yielding beauties preſt? 
Thus did thy kits diſpel my empty fears, 
Oc winning voice delight my raptur'd ears; 
Thus ſwore thy lips, by ocean, earth, and ſky; 
By hels dread powers, and heaven's all-piercing eye: 
Yawns not the grave for thee? Why ſleeps the ſtorm: 
To blaſt thy limbs, and rend thy perjur'd form? | 
Unmov'd, O faithleſs, canſt thou hear my pain, 
Like the proud rocks which brave th' unwearied 

main? | 
Sooner the ſhip-wreck'd pilot ſhall appeaſe 
With f ighs the howling winds, with tears the ſeas, 
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Than Laura's pray'rs thy heart unfeeling move, 
O loſt to fame, to honour, and to love. Aq 
Nurſt in dark caverns on ſome mountain wild 
To cruel manhood grew the daring child, 

No female breaſt ſupplied thy infant food, 
But tygers growling o'er their ſavage brood. 
Curs'd be that fatal hour thy charms were ſeen, 
While yet this mind was guiltleſs, and ſerene. 
With thee, falſe man, I urg'd my haſty flight, 
And dar'd the horrors-of tempeſtuous night, 
Nor fear'd withthee through plains unknown to rove, 
Deaf to the diQtates of paternal love. 
In+vain for me a parent's tears were ſhed, 
And to the grave deſcends his hoary head. 

WHEN at my feet entranc'd my lover lay, 
Ang pour'd in tender ſighs his ſoul away, 
Fond, fooliſh heart! to think the tale divine; 
Why ſtarted not my hands when preſt in thine ? 
Too well remembrance paints the fatal hour 
When love, great conqueror, WW. all his 

power; 

When bolder grown, your glances flaſh'd with fire, 
And your pale lips all trembled with deſire; 
Back to my heart my blood tumultuous flew, 
From every pore diſtill'd the chilling dew, 
When ſhame prefaging ſpoke each future pain, 
And ſtruggling virtue arm'd my foul in vain, 
But O let ſilence all my weakneſs veil, 
And burning bluſhes only tell the tale. 

Aa! faithleſs man! and thou more wretched 

maid, 

To guilt, and grief, and miſery betray'd! 
Far flies thy lover: to ſome diſtant plain 
Now cleaves his bounding bark the peaceful mainz 
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Avenging heaven, that heard the vows he ſwore, 
Bid howl the blackening ſtorm, and thunder roar. 
ill waves on waves in tumbling mountains roll, 
Now fink to hell, and now aſcend the pole; 
Then on ſome plank o'er foaming billows borne, 
Trembling, his perjur'd faith the wretch ſhall mourn, 
But mourn in vain: his vigorous arm ſhall fail, 
Guilt fink him down, and angry heaven prevail; 
No friendly hand to earth his limbs convey, 
But dogs and vultures tear the bloated prey.. 

YET, ah! fond heart! avert, kind heaven, the 

ſtroke, | | i 

My heart denies what trembling lips have ſpoke. 
The varying accents real nature prove, 
And only ſhew how wild a thing is love. 
Go, much lov'd youth, with every bleſſing crown'd, 
And Laura's wiſhes ever guard thee round. 
Me to the ſilent ſhades and ſad retreat, 
Where love's expiring flames forget their heat, 
Death wooes all powerful: ere he parts the clew, 
Once more thy Laura bids her love adieu: 
Bids health and affluence every bliſs afford, 
Bids thee be lov'd, be happy, and ador'd; 
In caſe, in mirth, glide each glad hour away: 
No pain to ſpot thy fortune's cloudleſs day; 
Nor ſigh to ſwell, no tear to flow for me: 
O grant, heaven, all; but grant thee conſtancy. 

YET from my hand this laſt addreſs receive, 
This laſt addreſs is all that hand can give. 
In vain thy bark with ſpreading canvaſs flies, 
If theſe ſad lines ſhall meet thy conſcious eyes, 
And, taught with winning eloquence to move, 
The winds and waters waft the voice of love; 
That voice, O grant what dying lips implore, 
Aſks but one tear from thee; and aſks no more. 
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THEN, world, farewel; farewel life's fond deſires, 

Falſe flattering hopes, and love's tormenting fires. 

Already, death, before my cloſing eyes 

Thy airy forms and glimmering ſhades ariſe. 

Hark! hear I not for me yon paſting bell 

Toll forth, with frequent pauſe, its ſullen knell ? 

Waits not for me yon ſexton on his ſpade, 

Blythe whiſtling o'er the grave his toil has made? 

Say, why in lengthen'd pomp yon ſable train, 

With meaſur'd ſteps, flow, {talk along the plain? 

Say, why yon hearſe with fading flow'rs is crown'd, 

And midnight gales the deep-mouth'd dirge reſound? 

Hail, ſiſter worms, and thou my kindred duſt, | 

Secure to you my weary limbs I truſt. 


Dim burns life's lamp; O death, thy work compleat, 


And give my ſoul to gain her laſt retreat. 

Such as before the birth of nature ſway'd, 

Ere ſpringing light the firſt great word obey'd, 
Let filence reign come, Fate, exert thy might; 
And darkneſs wrap me in eternal night. 
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Ode to Wiſdom. 


HE ſolitary bird of night 
Through the thick ſhades now wings his flight, 


And quits his time-ſhook tow'r; 
W here, ſhelter'd from the blaze of day, 
In philoſophie gloom he lay, 

Beneath his ivy bow'r. 
With joy I hear the ſolemn ſound, 
Which midnight echoes waft around, 

And ſighing gales repeat. 

Fav rite of Pallas! I attend, 
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And, faithful to thy ſummons, bend 
At wiſdom's awful ſeat. 

She loves the cool, the ſilent eve, 

Where no falſe ſhews of life deceive, 
Beneath the lunar ray. 

Here folly drops each vain diſguiſe, 

Nor ſport her gaily-colour'd dyes, 
As in the beam of day. 

O Pallas! queen of ev'ry art, 

That glads the ſenſe, and mends the heart, 
Bleſt ſource of purer joys : 

In every form of beauty bright 

That captivates the mental fight 
With pleaſure and ſurprize :. 

At thy unſpotted ſhrine I bow : 

Attend thy modeſt ſuppliant's vow,, 
That breathes no wild defires : 

But taught by thy unerring rules, 

To ſhun the fruitleſs wiſh of fools, 
To nobler views aſpires. 

Not fortune's gem, ambition's plume, 

Nor Cytherea's fading bloom, 
Be objects of my pray'r: 

Let av'rice, vanity, and pride, 

Thoſe envy'd glitt'ring toys divide, 
The dull rewards of care. 

To me thy better gifts impart, 

Each moral beauty of the heart, 
By ſtudious thoughts refin'd ; 

For wealth, the ſmiles of glad content, 

For pow'r, its ampleſt, beſt extent, 
An empire o'er the mind. 

When fortune drops her gay parade, 

When plcaſure's tranſient roſes fade, 
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And wither in the tomb, | 


_Unchang'd is thy immortal prize; * 


Thy ever verdant laurels riſe 
In undecaying bloom. 
By thee protected, I defy 
The coxcomb's ſneer, the ſtupid lye 2 

Of ignorance and ſpite: 

Alike contemn the leaden fool; 
And all the pointed ridicule 

Of undiſcerning wit. 

From envy, hurry, noiſe, and rife, 
The dull impertinence of life, 

In thy retreat I reſt: NL 
Purſue thee to the peaceful groves, 
Where Plato's ſacred ſpirit roves, 

In all thy beauties dreſt. 

He bade Ilifſus' tuneful ſtream 
Convey thy philoſophic theme, 

Of perfect, fair, and good: 
Attentive Athens caught the ſound, 
And all her liſt'ning ſons around, 

In awful ſilence ſtood: 


Reclaim'd her wild licentious youth 


Confeſs'd the potent voice of truth, 
And felt its juſt controul. 


The paſſions cea?'d their loud alarms, 


And virtue's ſoft perſuaſive charms, 
O'er alt their ſenſes ſtole. 

Thy breath inſpires the poet's ſong, 

The patriot's free, unbiaſs'd tongue, 
The hero's gen'rous ſtrife; 

Thine are retirement's ſilent joys, 

And all the ſweet engaging ties 

Ot ſtill, domeſtic life. 
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No more to fabled names confin'd, 
To the ſupreme all · perfect mind 
My thoughts direct their flight: 
Wiſdom's thy gift, and all her foree 
From thee deriv'd, eternal ſource | 
Of intellectual light: LT L 
O ſend her ſure, her ſteady ray,. l t 
To regulate my doubtful way, 
Through life's perplexing road: 
The miſts of error to controul, 
And through its. gloom direct my ſoul 
To happineſs and good. 
Beneath her clear diſcerning eye 
The viſionary ſhadows fly 
Of folly's painted ſhow: 
She ſees through every fair diſguiſe, 
That all but virtue's ſolid joys 
Are vanity and woe. 
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Written at Midnight in a Thunder. Storm. 


ET coward guilt with pallid fear, 
To ſhelt'ring caverns fly, 

And juſtly dread the vengeful fate, 

That thunders through the ſky. 


Protected by that hand, whoſe law 
The threatning ſtorms obey, 
Intrepid virtue ſmiles ſecure, 
As in the blaze of day. 


In the thick clouds' tremendous gloom, 
The light'nings lurid glare, 
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It views the ſame all · gracious pow'r, 
That breathes the vernal air. 


'Thro? nature's ever- varying ſcene, 
By diff*rent ways purſu'd, 
The one eternal end of heav'n 
Is univerſal good.. 


With like beneficent effect 


O'fer flaming æther glows, 
As when it tunes the linnet's voice,, 
Or bluſhes 1n the roſe, 


By reaſon taught to ſcorn thoſe fears 
That vulgar minds. moleſt ; 
Let no fantaſtic terrors break 


My dear Narciſſa's reſt. 


Thy life. may all the tend'reſt care 
Of providence defend; 

And delegated angels round 
Their guardian wings extend. 


When, thro' creation's vaſt expanſe, 
The laſt dread thunders roll, 

Untune the concard uf the ſpheres, 
And ſhake the riſing ſoul: 


Unmov'd may*ſt thou the final ſtorm: 
Of jarring worlds ſurvey, 

That uſhers in the glad ſercne 

Of everlaſting day. 
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The Complaint of a Lower. | 


EEST thou yonder craggy rock, 

Whoſe head o'er-looks t he ſwelling main, 
Where never ſhepherd fed his flock, 

Or careful peatant ſow'd his grain? 


No wholeſome herb grows on the ſame, 
Or bird of day will on it reſt; 

*Tis barren as the hopeleſs flame 
That ſcorches my tormented breaſt, 


Deep underneath a cave does lie, 
Th' entrance hid with diſmal yew, - 
Where Phcebus never ſhew'd his eye, 
Or chearful day yet pierced through. 


In that dark melancholy cell, 
(Retreat and ſolace to my woe) 
Love, ſad deſpair, and I, do dwell, 
The ſprings from whence my griefs do flow. 


Treacherous love that did appear, 
(When he at firſt approach'd my heart) 
Dreſt in a garb far from ſevere, 
Or threat'ning ought of future ſmart. 
So innocent thoſe charms then feem'd, 
When Roſalinda firſt I ſpy'd, 
Ah! who would them have deadly deem'd? 
But flow'rs do often ſerpents hide. 
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Beneath thofe ſweets concealed lay, 

Jo love the cruel foe, diſdain, 

With which (alas) ſhe does repay 
My conſtant and n pain. 


When I in tears have ſpent the night,, 
With fighs I uſher in the ſun, 
Who never ſaw a ſadder fight 
In all the courſes he has run. 


Sleep, which to others eaſe does proves, . 
Comes unto me, alas, in vain: 

For in my dreams Jam in love, 
And in them too ſhe does diſdain. 


Some times, Camuſe my ſorrow, I 
Unto the hollow rocks repair, 
And loudly to the echo cry, 


Ah! gentle nymph, come caſe my care. 


'Fhou who, times paſt, a lover wert, 
Ah! pity me, who now am ſo, 

And by a ſenſe of thine own ſmart, 

Alleviate my mighty woe. 


Come flatter then, or chide my grief; 
Catch my laſt words, and call me fool; 

Or ſay ſhe loves for my relief; 

My paſhon either . or ſchool. 
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Colinetta. 


or 


WAS when the fields had ſhed their golden 
grain, 
And burning ſuns had ſear'd the ruſſet Wann z. 
No more the roſe nor hyacinth were ſeen, 
Nor yellow cowſlip on the tufted green: 
But the rude thiſtle rear'd its hoary crown, 
And the ripe nettle ſhew'd an irkſome brown. 
In mournful plight the tarniſh'd groves appear, 
And nature weeps for the declining year. 
The ſun too quickly reach'd the weſtern ſky,, 
And riſing vapours hid his ev'ning eye: 
Autumnal threads around the branches flew,. 
While the dry ſtubble drank the falling dew.. 
In this ſick ſeaſon, at the cloſe of day, 
On Lydia's lap pale Colinetta lay; 
Whoſe fallow cheeks had loſt their roſy dye, 
The ſparkles languiſh'd in her cloſing eye. 
Parch'd were thoſe ps whence muſfick us'd to flow, 
Nor more the flute her weary fingers know, 
Yet thrice to raiſe her feeble voice ſhe try'd, 
Thrice on her tongue the fainting numbers dy'd: 
At laſt reviv'd, on Eydia's neck ſhe hung, 
And like the ſwan expiring thus ſhe ſung. 
FaREWEL, ye foreſts and delightful hills, 
Ye flow'ry meadows, and ye chryſtal rills, 
Ye friendly groves to whom we us'd to run, 
And beg a ſhelter from the burning ſun. 
'Thoſe blaſted ſhades all mournful now I ſee, 
Who droop their heads as tho? they wept for me. 
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The penſive linnet has forgot to ſing, 

The lark is ſilent till retuining ſpring. 

The ſpring ſhall all thoſe wonted charms reſtore, 
Which Colinetta mult behold no more. 

FARE WEL, ye fields; my native fields adieu; 
Whoſe fertile lays my early labours knew; 
Where, when an infant, I was wont to ſtray, 
And gather king-cups at the cloſing day. 

How oft has Lydia told a mournful tale, 

By the clear lake that ſhines in yonder vale; 
When ſhe had done I ſung a chearful lay, 
While the glad goldfinch liſten'd on the ſpray: 
Lur'd by my ſong each jolly ſwain drew near, 
And roſy virgins throng'd around to hear: 
Farewel, ye ſwains; ye roſy nymphs, adieu: 
Though I (unwilling) leave the ſtreams and you, 
Still may ſoft muſick bleſs your happy ſhore, 
But Colinetta you muſt hear no more. | 

O LrDp14, thou, (if wayward tongues ſhou'd 

blame 
My life, and blot a harmleſs maiden's name) 
Tell them if e'er 1 found a ſtraggling ewe, 
Although the owner's name I hardly knew; 

I fed it kindly with my father's hay, 
And gave it ſhelter at the cloſing day: 
I never ſtole young pigeons from their dams, 


Nor from their paſture drove my neighbours” lambs: 


Nor ſet my dog to hunt their flocks away, 
That mine might graze upon the vacant lay. 
When Phillida by dancing won the prize, 

Or Colin prais'd young Mariana's eyes: 
When Damon wedded Urs'la of the grange, 
My cheek with envy ne'er was ſeen to change: 
Whene'er I ſaw Aminda croſs the plain, 

Or walk the foreſt with her darling ſwain, 
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I never whiſper'd to a ſtander- by, 

But hated ſcandal, and abhorr'd a lye. 

On Sundays I (as ſiſter Sue can tell) 

Was always ready for the ſermon- bell: 

I honour*'d both the teacher and the day; 

Nor us'd to giggle when he bid me pray; 

Then ſure for me there's ſomething good in ſtore, 
When Colinetta ſhall be ſeen no more. | 

WHEN I am gone, I leave to ſiſter Sue 
My gown of Jerſey, and my aprons blue. 
My ſtudded ſheep-hook Phillida may take, 
Likewife my hay-fork and my hazel rake: 
My hoarded apples and my winter pears 
Be thine, O Lydia, to reward thy cares. 
Theſe nuts that late were pluck'd from yonder tree, 
And this ſtraw-baſket, I bequeath to thee : 

That baſket did theſe dying fingers weave : 
My boxen flute to Corydon J leave, 

So ſhall. it charm the liſt'ning nymphs around, 
For none like him can make it ſweetly ſound, 

In our church-yard there grows a ſpreading yew, 
Whoſe dark green leaves diſtil a baneful dew: 

Be thoſe ſad branches o'er my grave reclin'd, 
And let theſe words be graven on the rind: 

© Mark, gentle reader, — Underneath this tree, 
There ſleeps a maid, old Simon's daughter ſhe; 
Thou too, perhaps, e'er many weeks be o'er, 
© Like Colinetta, ſhalt be ſeen no more.” 

HRE ends the maid—for now the ſeal of death 
Clos'd her pale lips, and ſtopp'd her roſy breath. 
Her ſinking eye- balls took their long adieu, 

And with a ſigh her harmleſs ſpirit flew. 
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The C. ern u and Reſurrection, an Ode. 


HAT means the reeling earth? O why 
Theſe wonders in the dreadful ſky? 
The fri, hted ſun withdraws its beams, 
Deep groans are heard and doleful ſcreams. 
O ſay, what this convulſion means: 
Afflicted nature with a ſhriek replies, 
A God expires, a mighty Saviour dies. 


The conſcious ſtars their rays deny, 

The moon receives a crimſon dye. 

The temple, conſcious of its fall, 

Now ſhakes its emblematick wall. 
The ocean ſtagnates, and the mountains bow, 
And 2 weep that never were till now. 


Still tremble earth, and ſtill, O ſky, 

Thy ever-chearing lamps deny: 

Amaz'd till let the ocean ſtand, 

But what remains for guilty man? 

What groans? what ſorrows are for him decreed? 
Far man, whoſe crimes have made perfection bleed? 


| But ſee, O ſee, the ſun returns! 
No more afflicted nature mourns! 
The ſtars their vacant orbs regain! 
And the moon ſheds a ſilver beam! 
While heav'nly voices warble in the ſkies, 
“ Behold your Saviour from his tomb ariſe!” 
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While ſaints attend the bleſſed morn, 
He roſe:—The God in human form, 
A form not made of vulgar clay; 
Which, tho' it ſlept, could not decay ! 
Hail, mortals; hail (tranſported ſeraphs cry) 
ö Redeem'd, and favour'd by the God moſt high. 


In heav'n let joys eternal flow, 

And mercy in the worlds below; 

The penitent ſhall peace obtain, 

And not a tear ſhall fall-in vain. 
Then join, ye worlds, in one glad chorus ſing, 
Praiſe to Meſſiah, and th' Almighty King. 


--- 0-00-00 
The Drow ning of a Kitten : or Cruelty puniſhed, 


S cruel Tom, dreſs'd in his Sunday's coat, 
Rejoic'd to ſee a drowning kitten float, 

And laugh'd to hear the little creature moan, 
Which he into a muddy pit had thrown; 
It chanc'd that leaning o'er a rotten rail, 
Upon the bank (alas how truly frail 
Are all ſupporters whoſe external part, 

Like this fair rail, conceals a rotten heart!) 
It ſudden broke; when in the gloomy wave, 
Tom headlong plung'd, where ke had met his grave, 
But for an hov'ring withy's friendly hand, 
Whoſe timely ſuccour brought him ſafe to land.— 
Who could but laugh to ſee the pickle Tom, 
Poor rogue, was in, as he went ſhiv'ring home? 
Without his hat, his head o'er-ſpread with mud, 
From er'ry quarter ſtreams a dirty flood; 


192 COLLECTION OF 
He rav'd, ſtamp'd, pray'd, and by Jehovah ſwore, 


Thenceforth he never would drown kitten more. 


Thus righteous Heaven, whoſe omniſcient eye 
All things pervades, chaſtiſeth eruelty; 

Nor by its juſtice diſregarded ſhall 

A kitten periſh, or a ſparrow fall. 

Though God, from goodneſs and ſupernal love, 
All living creatures man hath ſet above; 
Made him their lord, them given to his uſe; 
Severely he will puniſh each abuſe 

Of the minutelt; and the torments we 

Inflict on them, on us reveng'd will be. 


N — 


The fatal Moment : or, Phillis forſaken. 


8 Phillis ſat beneath the ſpreading ſhade 

% Ota large lime, thus mourn'd the ruin'd maid, 
Farewell ye purling ſtreams and ſhady groves, 
Ye warbling ſongſters, and ye cooing doves 
No longer can your artleſs ſtrains infpire 
Pure mental joy, or waken ſoft defire: 
With faithleſs Damon all your charms are gone; 
Tis in the grave J eaſe can find alone.— 
As when the ivy from her dear embrace 
Sees ſnatch'd the oak, o'er the once happy place 
She weeps; and where ſhe met a lover's joys, 
Lo, wrapt in death, her wither'd beauty lies! 
So here, where Damon with ſuch eager joy 
Crown'd all his wiſhes, will I weep and die; 
On this dear ſpot, where, in my arms, I then 
Claſp'd the moſt lov'd, moſt perjured of men.— 
When oft at eve, beſide yon bubbling ſtream, 
We chatted arm in arm; how ſweet the ſcene! 


MODERN POEM SS, 193 
Around us Flora ſtrew'd her gayeſt flowers, 
And love and Damon ſhar'd the fleeting hours, 
Till oft old Night unnoticed had ſpread 
O'er half the globe his ſable noxious ſhade: 
Then home we hi'd; where, O half - painful bliſs! 
We ſigh'd, preſs'd hands, and parted with a kiſs— 
Oft would he lead me to this fatal grove; 
Oft ſeated there we vow'd eternal love: 
When in a luckleſs moment Damon won 
His utmoſt wiſh, and Phillis was undone, -—— 
Declining Sol hung o'er the weſtern iſles ; 
The grove was chequer'd with his parting ſmiles: 
The doves fat billing on the hov'ring ſprays, 
The little ſongſters breath'd their tender lays 
In chorus; nature, love, the filent hour, 
To conquer ſtaggering virtue join'd their pow'r; 
When Damon, ſtill more potent, eager preſt; 
I ſigh'd, half-yielding claſp'd him to my breaſt, 
Sunk on the flow'ry turf; in ſweet diſtreſs 
Was lofſt——-O then expir'd my happineſs, 
Fame, virtue, honour; for, (alas, my pain!) 
I'm left, deſpifed by the treach'rous ſwain 


Farewell, dear youth, long may'ſt thou happy prore; 


Though cruel, falſe, yet ſtill thou haſt my love; 
A love ſo firm it dies but with my breath; 
And my fond wiſhes hang on thee in death: 
That death more friendly brings my ſoul repoſe, 
And kindly huſhes all my bitter woes. 
O righteous God preſerve my Damon !-—Here, 
Forth from her cloling eye, eſcap'd a tear; 
She could no more,—but like a lilly fell, 
Smit by the ſcythe——Hark! that's her fun'ral knell! 
Hence learn, ye fair, the man you love, to dread, 
Till Hymen leads you to the nuptial bed; 

I 
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Be on your guard, let virtue keep her poſt; 
Oblige the lover, and the huſband's loft. 


ECOL CCC ECG ICI ICC HC C4 
On the Vanity and Viciſſitudes of human Life. 


THAT is this fleeting life of man? 
The ſcanty meaſure of a ſpan; 
A bubble or a dream; 

With ſharp corroding cares perplext; 

To fin and death itſelf annex'd: 
Ah! melancholy theme! 


Behold the infant on the breaſt, 
His little peeviſh ſoul oppreſt 
With grief and empty fears. 
We read his paſhons in his eyes, 
He ſpends his breath in ſobs and.cries, 
And bathes himſelf in tears. 


Few years revolv'd, he's ſent to ſchool, 
Where, taught to think and live by rule, 
W hat diſcontent he bears! 
Whilſt book and pen his time employ, 
There's none fo wretched as a boy, 
Nor fo involv'd in cares. 


Anon, extravagant deſires, 

Tumultuous thoughts, and am'rous fires, 
Within his boſom rage: 

Theſe reaſon long aſſays to tame, 

By dread of pain, and want, and ſhame, 
And tedious wars they wage. 
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But time at length, like fate, prevails, 
Though reaſon, Jove's great daughter, fails, 
And life grows more ſedate; 
What once he made the total ſum 
Of all delight, is now become 

The object of his hate. 


Now happineſs is drawn from gold, 

And in the ſhining liſts enroll'd 
Of honour, wealth, and fame; 

For this he toils, for this his days 

Are ſpent, by this he hopes to raiſe 
A grand immortal name. 


But gold has wings, and will not ſtay, 
Man would purſue, but feels decay, 
The fond purſuit reſtrain; 
And now beneath the hand of death 
He ſinks, and yields with grief his breath, 
Which yet he drew in vain. 


He, he alone, can life poſſeſs, 
Whom ſmiling Hope ſhall deign to bleſs, 
Fair daughter of the ſkies, : 
A friend to virtue's friends alone, 
The worlds above are all her own, 
And there enjoyment lies. 
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The Shepherd's Life ee 


HEN weſtern breeges fan the ſhore, 
And gently ſwell the azure wave; 
I yield unto the ſoſt'ning pow'r : 
(The muſe's tranſports then would grieve). 


When loud the thick'ning tempeſts fly, 
Enrage, and daſh the foaming floods; 

From the rude ſeene I trembling hie, 
And * into the lafer woods, 


Nor ſea, nor deaffying din, is there, 
The ſtormy fury ſtraight does pleaſe; 
I hear it ſounding from afar; 
It fings or murmurs through the trees. 


A fiſherman I would not live, 
Who 1abours in the pathleſs deep; 

Whoſe cruel art is to deceive, 
Whoſe mam, is a brittle ſhip. 


Let me my bleating ewes attend, 
(Harmleſs myſelf, and bleſs'd as they); 

With them my morning ſteps I'll bend, 
With them Tl wait the cloſing day. 


Now, underneath a plane tree laid, 

Or careleſs by a lulling ſtream, 

Let me enjoy the cooling ſhade, 
Or ſweetly fink into a dream, 
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A Morning Rhapſody. 


HE village cock, with piercing notes, 
The dappled dawn's approach denotes. 

Riſe, Damon, riſe, the call obey, 

And baſk in Phoebus? earlieſt ray. 
© But while we gaze with raptur'd eye, 
And Nature's lovelieſt ſcenes deſcry, 
© Let every lovely ſcene impart 
© Some moral lecture to the heart. 
Whether we view the ſun's bright blaze, 
© And on the purple æther gaze; 
* Or bend to carth our wand'ring looks, 
© To flow'ry meads and purling brooks; 
© Above, beneath, and all around, 
We'll wingle ſight with thought profound, 
* And ev'ry leaf, and ev'ry ſpray, 
* Shall wiſdom to the ſoul convey. 
 BenoLD! the dawn in bluſhes breaks, 

And all the eaſt with crimſon ſtreaks: 

The clouds their fleecy ſkirts unfold, 

Now ting'd with azure, purple, gold, 

And now the ſun his beam unſhrouds, 

And ſcatters wide the gaudy clouds; 

Thoſe clouds, he ting'd with diſtant rays, 

Now fade before the bright'ning blaze. 
80 life's enjoyments lovely ſeem, 
When glitt'ring in the diſtant beam; 
And {hill they drink a richer die, 
And brighten ſtili approaching nigh; 
* But when we claſp, we loſe the prize, 
And all th? aeriel luſtre flies. 
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Now, Damon, yonder turn thine eye, 

Where fields in fair expanſion lie; 

Fields dreſs'd in flowers, all freſh and gay, 

That open to the morning ray: 

The little lark unfolds his wings, 

And ſwiftly ſoars, and ſweetly ſings; 

Along the ſky his muſick floats, 

And diſtant hills return the notes. 

The gilded inſets lightly ſkim 

The liquid air in gaudy trim: 

From vale to vale, from wood to wood, 

They fly, to cull their flow'ry food, 

And ſip the ſpangled dews that ſhake -_ 

On every buſh, on every brake. 

Ah! feeble flutt'rers of a day, 

How ſwift your pleaſures paſs away! 

A freezing blaſt, a frigid ſky,- 

Ye droop your tender wings, and-die! 
Let man attend, while inſets preach, 
And truths of human. frailty. teach. 
© When life is freſh in every vein, 
© Like them, he ſports in pleaſure's train; 
Like them, from wiſh to wiſh he ſtrays, 
And round in crcling revels plays; 
Till ſudden, lo! the hand of death 
© Impedes his courſe, and ſtops his breath. 
* Shall man like inſects live? and die 
Like inſects too? in worth a fly! : 
© No—juſtice ſends a heavier doom 
Than waits on flies, beyond the tomb; 
Jo rage, deſpair, and torment driv'n, 
© The ſhame of earth, and ſcorn of heav'n. 
© But if, to nobler views inclin'd, 
Virtue and truth adorn the mind, 
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© Like inſets men may fall, but rife 
„To angel's bliſs, above the ſkies: 
Now village cries the filence break, 
The chearful ſwains to labour wake, 
Unpen their folds, and o'er the mead 
Their flocks and herds to paſture lead: 
They tune their mirth to ruſtic ſounds, 
And Echo the rough ſong rebounds. 
© How pure and fimple are the ſweets 
© Diſpeng'd in rural calm retreats! 
© The ſwain ſalutes the rifing day, 
© And hies him to the fields away; 
With homely mirth, that time beguiles, 
© He there purſues his duſty toils; 
© At night the nut-brown bowl he drains, 
And counts, content, his humble gains; 
© Then on his-ſtraw-fiPd couch he lies, 
© Where golden ſlumbers ſeal his eyes. 
© 'Thro' labour, mirth, and ſweet repoſe, 
His ſtream of life thus gently flows! 
The hero's palm, the pomp of kings, 
© And all that ſmiling fortune brings, 
© Ambition, tumult, guilt and glare, 
© Can ne'er with rural bliſs compare. 
Bur now the mounting ſun diſplays 
Around the fierce meridian blaze. 
Hail, glorious orb! thy heat and light 
The life they give with Joy unite; 
"Tis thine, where'er we turn our eyes, 


To charm with ever-changing dyes. 


With blue to tinge the diſtant ſcene, 

The neighb'ring fields with ſprightly green; 
With brown the ruſſet heath to ſpread, 
With gold the tow'ring mountain's head; 
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The varied flow'r with ev'ry hue, | 
With ev'ry tint the pendant dew. 
Thy genial beams impregnate earth, 
And give to various beauty birth. 
But thou, ſuperior fund, whoſe ray 
© Humes the lamp that lends us day, 
© Whoſe glories ſhine alike difplay'd 
© In ev'nings mild, and peaceful ſhade; 
© Great lord of all! receive the praiſe 
That man, that reaſoning reptile, pays. 
Thy forming pow'r, thy fav'ring love, 
© Is ſeen around, below, above; 
That fav'ring love, that forming pow'r, 
© Some tribute claim from ev'ry hour. 
© O! let my foul that tribute pay, 
And ſtill devotion prompt the lay. 
Then let me learn from all I ſee, 
For all, my God! is full of thee.” 
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Ode on Storm. ö 


IT H gallant pomp, and beauteous pride, 
The floating pile in harbour rode, 
Proud &f her freight, the ſwelling tide 
Reluctant left the veſſel's fide, 
And rais'd it as the flow'd. 


The waves with eaſtern breezes curl d, 
Had filver'd half the liquid plain; 
The anchors weigh'd, the fails ugfurt'd,. 
Serenely mov'd the wooden world, 
And ſtretch'd- along the main. 


The ſcaly natives of the deep, 

Preſs to admire the vaſt machine, 
In ſporting gambols round it leap, 
Or ſwimming low, due diſtance keep, 

In- homage to their queen. 


Thus, as life glides in gentle gale, 
Pretended friendſhip waits on pow'r, 

But early quits the borrow'd vel, 

When adverſe fortune ſhifts the ſail, 
And haſtens to devour: 


In vain we fly approaching WH, 
Danger can multiply its form; 

Expos'd we fly like Jonas ſtill, 

And heaven, rr *tis- heaven's will; 


Oertakes us in a ſtorm. 
E 5. 
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The diſttnt ſurges foamy white 
Foretel the furious blaſt; 
Dreadful, though diſtant was the ſight, 
Confed'rate winds and waves unite, 
And menace ev'ry maſt. 


Winds whiſtling through the ſhrouds, proclaim: 
A fatal harveſt on the deck, 

Quick in purſuit as active flame, 

Too ſoon the rolling ruin came, 
And ratify'd the wreck. 

Thus, Adam ſmil'd with new-born grace, 
Life's flame inſpir'd by heav'nly breath; 

Thus the ſame breath ſweeps off his race, 


Diſorders nature's beauteous face, 
And ſpreads diſeaſe and*death.. -- 


Stripp'd of her pride, the veſſel rolls, 
k And as by ſympathy ſhe knew 
The ſecret anguiſh of our ſouls, 
With inward deeper groans condoles 
The danger of her crew. 


Now what avails it to be brave, 

On liquid precipices hung ? 
Suſpended on a breaking wave, 
Beneath us yawn'd a ſea-green grave, 

And ſilene'd ev'ry tongue. 


The ſaithleſs flood forſook her keel, 
And downward launch'd the lab'ring hull, 
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Stunn'd ſhe forgot a while to reel, 
And felt almoſt, or ſeem'd to feel 
A momentary lull. 


Thus in the jaws of death we lay, | 


Nor light, nor comfort found us there, 


Loſt in the gulph and floods of ſpray. 
No ſun to cheer us, nor a ray 
Of hope, but all deſpair. 


The nearer ſhore, the more deſpair, 
Whe certain ruin waits on land; 
Should we purſue;our wiſhes there, 
Soon we recant the fatal pray'r, 
And ſtrive to ſhun the ſtrand. 


At length, the being whoſe beheſt 
Reduc'd this chaos into form, 

His goodneſs and his pow'r expreſs'd,, 

He ſpoke—and, as a God, ſuppreſs'd 
Our troubles, and the ſtorm. 
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Chuſing a Wi rife by a Pipe 1 Tobacca. 


UBE, I love thee as my life; 


By thee I mean to chuſe a wife: 


Tube, thy colour let me mind, 

In her ſkin, and in her mind. 

Let her have a ſhape as fine; 

Let her breath be ſweet as thine : 
Let her, when her lips I kiſs, 

Burn. like thee, to give me bliſs: 
Let her, in ſome ſmoke or other, 
All my failings kindly. ſmother. 
Often when my thoughts are low, 
Send them where they ought to go: 
When to ſtudy I ineline, 

Let her aid be ſuch as thine: 

Such as thine her charming pow'r,. 
In the vacant ſocial hour. 

Let her live to give delight, 

Ever warm, and ever bright: 

Let her deeds, whene'er ſhe dies, 
Mount as incenſe to the ſkies. 


* — 
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HY ſighs each virzin for the nuptial bed, 
Repining tears in ſecret ſorrow ſhed? - 
The park they roam, to op'ras, balls, repair, 


Still free of ev'ry gay delight in are, 
At Hymen's touch, what different ſcenes ariſe! 


When envy'd marriage is the virgin's prize. 
From park at once the wedded dames retire,, 
To ruſtic manſions with a booby ſquire: 

No melting muſic, ſoft Italian airs, 

But cries of children mix with houfhold cares. 
They ſparkle now no more at midnight balls, 
But muſe alone, immur'd in loneſome walls. 
By one dim trembling taper's ſilent light, 
They pore on ſome old author half the night: 
Then ſtart perhaps, and throw the volume by, 
Cloſe the dull page, and vainly vent a ſigh. 

At three the gentle ſpouſe from club returns, 
In whoſe half-blinking eyes no paſſion burns: 
He comes, with wig awry, and tott'ring pace, 
And frequent hiceoughs wreathe his maudlin face. 
The nuptial bed receives its wonted freight, 
And madam lies a wedded wife in ſtate. 
The dear ſweet bagpipe of her huſband's noſe 
Prevents the lapſe of time in dull repoſe. ö 
All night ſhe wakes, ſtill conſcious of the tie, 
The bond of bliſs, for which ſhe us'd to ſigh. 
Ah! catch, ye virgins, catch the paſſing hour, 
While ſmiling peace puts pleafure in your power. 
Eaſe, peace, and liberty more joy beſtow, 
Than all the ſpouſes in this world of woe. 
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Content in Dian's virgin joys to live, 
Loſe not for man what man can never give. 


The Man of Pleaſure. 6 


ES, to the Sages be it told, 
However great, or wiſe, or old 
Fair Pleaſure's my purſuit ; 
For her I breathe the joyful day, 
For her thro' Nature's wilds. I ſtray,, 
And cull the flowers and fruit. 


Sweep, ſweep the lute's enchanting ſtring, 

And all thy ſweets lov'd Luxury bring! 
% 'To enjoy is to obey;“ 

The heavenly mandate ſtill prevail, 

And let each unwiſe wretch bewail. 

| The dire neglected day. 


Ah! graceleſs wretch! to diſobey, 
And devious quit the flowery way, 
And ſlight the gods? decree! 
Still, ſtill, ye gods, the bleſſings ſend! 
If e'er my guilty hands offend, 
Indeed my heart is free. 


In Pleaſure's ray ſee Nature ſhine,. 
How dull, alas! at Wiſdom's ſhrine! 
is Folly to be wiſe? _ 
Colluſive term, poor vain pretence,. 
Enjoyment ſure is real Senſe 
In philoſophic eyes. 


--- xo · Nag 
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1 love the carol of the hound, 
Enraptur'd on the living ground, 
In daſhing ecſtaey; 
I love the awkward courſer's ſtride, 
The courſer that has been well tried, 
And with him eager fly. 


And yes, I love, ye ſneering-wiſe!— 
Fair Honour, ſpurning till at lies, 
As courting Liberty; 
Still hand in hand great Nature goes, 
With joys to honour never foes, 
And all thoſe joys are free. 


And welcome thrice to Britiſh land, 
From Italy's voluptuous ſtrand, 
Ye deſtin'd men: of art; 
Breathe on the thrilling meaning ſound, 
Each grace fhall ſtill be faithful found, 
At your admirer's heart. 


Avert, ye gods! that curſe of fools, 
The pride of theoretic rules; 
That dupery of ſenſe: _ 
I ne'er refuſe the proffer'd joy, 
With every good—that can annoy— 
Moſt eafily diſpenſe. ' 


I catch each rapture as it flies, 
Each happy loſs a gain ſupplies, 
And boon ſtill follows boon: 
The ſmile of beauty gilds my day, 
Regardleſs of her frowns I ſtray g— 
Thus thro' my hours I run! | Tr 
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But let me not for idle, rhyme 162 
Neglect, ungrateful, good old Tame: ket cf ; 
Dear watch! thou art obey'd— 
Twas thus the Man of Pleaſure ſpoke, 
His jovial ſtep then careleſs took 
To Celizg=or ber madd. „44 


RICA ARO ASI OOPIMAD ARTIE 
The Man of Sorrow. 


H! what avails the lengthening mead, 
By Nature's kindeſt bounty ſpread 
Along the vale of flowers! 
Ah! what avails the darkening grove, 
Or Philomel's melodious love, 
That glads the midnight hours! 


For me (alas!) the god of day 
Ne'er glitters on the hawthorn. ſpray, 
| Nor night her comfort brings: 
l J have no pleaſure in the roſe: 
For me no vernal beauty blows,, 
Nor Philomela ſings. 


See, how the ſturdy peaſants ſtride, 
Adown yon hillock's verdant fide, 
In chearful ignorance bleſt! 
Alike to them the roſe or "Rn 
Alike ariſes every morn, 
By gay Contentment drett. 


Content, fair daughter of the ſkies, 
Or gives ſpontaneous, or denies, 
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Her choice divinely free, 

She viſits oft the hamlet - cot, 

When Want and Sorrow are the lot 
Of Avarice and me. 


But ſee—or is it Fancy's dream? 
Methought a bright celeſtial gleam 
Shot ſudden thro? the groves, 

Behold, behold, in looſe array, 
Euphroſyne more bright than day, 
More mild than Paphian doves! 


Welcome, O welcome, Pleaſure's queen! 
And ſee, along the velvet green, 
The jocund train advance: 
With ſcatter'd flowers they fill the air, 
The wood-nymph's dew - beſpangled hair 
Plays in the ſportive dance. 


Ah! baneful grant of angry heaven, 

When to the feeling wretch is given 
A ſoul alive to joy! 

Joys fly with every hour away, 

And leave th'unguarded heart a prey 
To cares, that Peace deſtroy. 


And ſee, with viſionary haſte, 
(Too ſoon the gay delufion aſl 
Reality remains! 
Deſpair has ſeiz'd my captive ſoul, 7 
And Horror drives without controul, 
And flackens ſtill the reins. 


Ten thouſand beauties round me throng,, 
What beauties, fay, ye nymphs, belong 
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To the diſtobiner' d ſoul? 

J fee the lawn of hideous dye, 

The towering elm nods miſery, | 
With groans the waters roll. | 


Ye gilded roofs, Palladian domes, 
Ye vivid tints of Perſia's looms, 
Ye were for miſery made— 
*Twas thus the Man of Sorrow ſpoke; . 
His wayward ſtep then penſive took. 
Along th'unhallow'd ſhade.. 


BNN ed vd u 
The Trials of Virtue. 


LAC'D: on the verge of Youth, my mind: 
Life's opening ſcene ſurvey'd! 
I view'd its hills of various kind, 


Afflicted and afraid. 


But chief my fear the dangers mov'd;. 
That Virtue's path incloſe: 

My heart the wiſe purſuit approv'd; 
But O, what toils.oppoſe! 


For ſee, ah! ſee, while yet her ways 
With doubtful ſtep I tread, 

A hoſtile world its terrors raiſe,. 
Its ſnares deluſive ſpread. 


O! how ſhall I, with heart prepar'd, 
'Thoſe terrors learn to meet ? 
How from the-thouſand ſnares to guards 


My unexpenenc'd. feet? 
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As thus I mus'd; oppreſſive Sleep 
Soft o'er my temples drew 

Oblivion's veil. _'Fhe watry deep, 
An object ſtrange and new, 


Before me roſe: on the wide ſhore- 
Obſervant as I ſtood, 

The gathering ſtorms around me roar,, 
And heave the boiling flood. 


Near and more near the billows riſe; 
Ev'n now my ſteps they lave; 

And Death to my affrighted eyes 
Approach'd in every wave. 


What hope, or whither to retreat? 
Each nerve at once unſtrung,. 

Chill Fear had fetter'd faſt my feet; 
And chain'd my ſpeechleſs tongue. 


I feel my heart within me die; 
When ſudden to mine ear 

A voice deſcending : from on high, 
Reprov'd my erring fear. 


„What tho' the ſwelling: ſurge thou fee 
© Impatient to devour ? | 

* Reſt, mortal, reſt on God's decree, 
« And thankful own his power. 


% Know, when he bade the deep appean, 
Thus far, th* Almighty. ſaid, 

“Thus far, not farther, rage; and here- 
Let thy proud waves be ſtay'd.” 
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T heard: and lot at once controul'd, 
The waves in wild retreat 

Back on themſelves reluctant roll'd, 
And murm'ring left my feet. 


Deeps to aſſembling deeps in vain 
Once more the ſignal gave: 
The ſhores the ruſhing weight ſuſtain, 
And check th' uſurping wave. 
Convinc'd, in Nature's volume wife 
The imagin'd truth I read; * * 
And ſudden from my waking eyes 
Thꝰ inſtructive viſion fled. 


Then why thus heavy, O my ſoul! 
Say why, diſtruſtful ſtill, 

Thy thoughts with vain. impatience rolł 
Oer ſcenes of future ill 


Let Faith ſuppreſs each riſing fear, 
Each anxious doubt exclude: 

Thy Maker's will has plac'd thee here, 
A Maker wiſe and good! 


He to thy every trial knows 
Its juſt reſtraint to give, 
Attentive to behold thy woes, 
And faithful to relieve. 


Then why thus heavy, O my ſoul! 
Say why diſtruſtful ſtill, . 
Thy thoughts with vain impatience roll 
O'er ſcenes of future ill? 


The 
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Tho' griefs unnumber'd throng thee round, 
Still in thy God confide, 

Whoſe finger marks the ſeas their bound, 
And curbs the headlong tide. 


COSCANCERCUSCHNOCOUSCUSCUOCHOCIGCUOD 


The Grumbling Chu. 


DENEATH an oak a ruſtic clown 
Lay lounging in the ſhade; 
Complaining loud of Fortune's gifts, 
And call'd her partial jade. 


The works of Providence were wrong, 
And bad was all in- ſight; 

He knew ſome things were wrong contriv'd, 
And he could ſet them right. 


« For inſtance,” cries the grumbling churl, 
6% Behold this ſturdy tree; 

© Remark. the little things it bears, 
* And what difparity! 


e Again, obſerve yon pumpkins grow, 
« And, ſee! the ſtalks how ſmall! 
“Unable to ſupport their fruit, 
80 bulky are they all! 


& Now I, if I had pow'r to do't, 
« Would alter thus the caſe: 
That this Jarge tree ſhould pumpkins bear, 


© And acorns take their place.” 
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He ſpoke; and riſing on his breech, 
Strait from the tree fell down 
An acorn of the ſmaller ſize, 
And pitched upon his crown. 


« Now,” ſays a trav'ler, who had heard 
The whole the clown had ſaid, 

« Suppoſe the tree had pumpkins borne, 
How wouldſt thou have ſav'd thy head?” 


Tn xen Mas Ann tn 
7. be happy Country Maid. 5 


OW happy is the harmleſs country maid, 
Who, rich by nature, ſcorns ſuperfluous aid! 

Whoſe modeſt clothes no wanton xyes invite, 

But like her ſoul preſerves the native white. 

Whoſe little ſtore her well-taught mind does pleaſe, 

Not pinch'd with want, nor cloy'd with conſtant eaſe; 

Who free from ſtorms which on the great ones fall, 

Makes but few wiſhes, and enjoys them all; 

No care but love can diſcompoſe her breaſt, 

Love, of all cares the ſweeteſt and the beſt. 

Whilſt on ſweet graſs her bleating charge does we 

Her happy lover feeds upon her eye : 

Not one whom on her men impoſe, 

But one whom love has for her lover hola: * 

And in ſome fav'rite myrtle's ſhady boughs 

They ſpeak their paſſions in repeated vows, 

And whilſt a bluſh confeſſes how ſhe burns, 

His faithful heart makes as ſincere returns. 

Thus in the arms of. love and peace they lie, 

And whillt they live, their flames can never die. 
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The Violet. 


40! ERENE is the morning, the lark leaves his neſt, 
8 And ſings a ſalute to the dawn. 
The ſun with his ſplendour illumines the eaſt, 
And brightens the dew on the lawn. 
Whilſt the ſons of debauch to indulgence give way, 
And ſlumber the prime of their hours, 
Let us, my dear Betty! the garden ſurvey, 
And make our remarks on the flow'rs. 


The gay gaudy tulip obſerve as you walk, 
How flaunting the gloſs of its veſt! 
How proud! and how ſtately it ſtands on its ſtalk, 
In beauty's diverſity dreſt! 
From the roſe, the carnation, the pink and the clove, 
What odours delightfully ſpring ! 
The ſouth wafts a richer perfume to the grove, 
As he bruſhes the leaves with his wing. 


Apart from the reſt, in her purple array, 
The violet humbly retreats; 

In modeſt concealment ſhe peeps on the day, 
Yet none can excel her in ſweets: | 

So humble, that, tho' with uparallePd grace 1 
She might e'en a palace adorn, 1 

She oft in the hedge hides her innocent face, 
And grows at the foot of the thorn. 


So beauty, my fair one! 1s doubly refin'd, 
When modeſty heightens her charms; | 
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When meeknets, like thine, adds a gem to her mind, 
We long to be lock'd in her arms. 

"Tho? Venus herſelf from her throne ſhould deſcend, 
And the Graces await at her call, 

To thee the gay world would with preference bend, .. 


And hail thee the vet of all. 
rr, 
De Way to be Wiſe. 


OOR Joan am'rous, young, * gay, 
Having by man been led aſtray, | 
To nunn'ry dark retir'd; 
There liv'd, and look'd ſo like a maid, 
So ſeldom eat, ſo often pray'd, 
She was by all admir'd. 


The Lady Abbeſs oft would cry, 

If any ſiſter trod awry, | 
Or prov'd an idle ſlattern: 

See wife and pious Mrs. Jane; 

A life ſo ſtrict, ſo grave a mien, 
Is ſure a wortby pattern. 


A pert young flut at length replies: 

© Experience, Madam, makes folks wiſe, 
«Tis that has made her ſuch; 

And we, poor ſouls, no doubt ſhould be 

As pious and as wile as ſhe, 


«© If we had ſeen as muck.” 
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* AA 
The Way of the World. 


OME herbs there are, whoſe deadly juices fill 
& The heart with venom, and direCtly kill: 
Some operate more ſlowly, but are ſure; 

The dart leſs ſudden, but admits no cure. A 
Yet there's a drug, nor plain nor mountain yields, 
Nor Libya's deſarts, nor Britannia's fields, 
Deſtructive more than all the baneful kind; 
Tis Flatt'ry call'd the poiſon of the mind: 
'This, proud Sir Wealthy feeds on all the day, 
This Delia ſwallows with her ſoft bohea: 

To this we owe Sublimo's ſcornful eye, 

And Sylvia's cheeks that bluſh with borrow'd dye. 
, Sublimo once cou'd like his neighbours walk, 
Bow to his friends, or with his tenants talk; 
Nor had been ſeiz'd with this majeftic fit, 

If ſubtil Florio had not prais'd his wit. 

Gay Sylvia too wou'd now her arts give o'er, - 
And reſt thoſe eye-balls that muſt ſlay no more; 
Nor would that face engroſs her morning's care, 
Did not Philander tell her ſhe is fair. 

ALcipas tells you with an artful ſmile, 
That women's eyes were given them to beguile: 
Her way is cunning and miſchievous too, 

He'll praiſe in others what he finds in you. 
You hear delighted, nor perceive the foe; 

But drink in flatt'ry ere you think *tis ſo. 

And when he's run the gay deſcription through, 
The ſmart concluſion is apply'd to you: 
But turn your back——Alcidas, with a grin, 


Will vow you're ugly as a ſooterkin. 


218 COLLECTION OF. 

How oft you hear from a defigning knave, 
Sir, I'm your ſervant, madam, I'm your ſlave: 
Yet if you're bleſt with penetrating eyes, 
You'll in his features read the villain lies. 

SEE ſoft Courtine, whoſe hat with filver bound, 
Is ſo obſequious that 'twill kiſs the ground: 
> Whole 5 actions point to ſome unworthy end, 

And ne'er was patron, counſellor, or friend: 
W hoſe narrow views are to himſelf confin'd, 
Yet he's the humble ſlave of all mankind. 
THESE fawning rogues are irkſome creatures 
True, 
But then a clown is full as odious too: 
The face unpractis'd in the arts of guile, 
Need not be ſtretch'd with an eternal ſmile: 
Nor yet affect the cynick's awful ſcowl, 
Screw'd like the viſage of Minerva's owl; 
For ſome reject (and hold it as a rule) 
The crab · fac'd ſtudent for the tender fool. 

THE phraſe unſtudied flows with graceful caſe, 
And careleſs geſture never fails to pleaſe : 

The heart inſtructs the features and the tongue; 
Let that. be right, and theſe will ne'er be wrong. 

Aſk Cynthio's judgment in ſome nice affair, 

He'll praiſe your conduct with a charming air, 
Extol your ſenſe and prudence to the ſkies: 
And ſure ſuch merits were deſign'd to riſe.” 
His candid eyes can hidden beauties fee, 
Ev'n faults are uſeful, or they ceaſe to be: 
And each no-meaning Cynthio can explore; 
But aſk his friendfhip, and he ſpeaks no more. 

Bu T the worlt flatterer that wears a tongue, 
Is he whoſe power aggravates the wrong: 

To whoſe grand levee crowds of ſuppliants run, 
And bow like Perſians to the rifing ſun: | 
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Where ſtary'd dependents linger out their days, 
Yet proud to ſhare his ſnuff-box and his praiſe, 
Grow ſtiff with ſtanding, and with ſtaring thin, 
To watch the dimple on their patron's chin: 
Who with a nod can make the wretch believe, 
And ſmiles on hunger which he'll ne'er relieve. 
SURROUNDED thick with bus'neſs and with gold, 
Yet dreſs'd in ſmiles Virginius you behold : 
Th' expecting crowd around his table ſtand, 
Lou aſk a favour, and he graſps your hand; 
Another comes with an obſequious air, 
He winks and whiſpers—* Leave it to my care.“ 
Then to the next Oh I'll remember you; 
* Sir, truſt my honour, you ſhall find me true.” 
Then bows a thirk— Good Sir, your pardon.” — 
why ? 
© I ſaw you not. — Forgive my carelefs eye. 
© Next Tueſday ſe'nnight, let me ſee you pray, 
Perhaps you'll find it hundreds in your way.” 
Thar meagre wight departs with happier ſoul, 
Romantick vifions in his boſom roll : 
He faſts in rapture, as of late in ſorrows, 
For who can eat, that's to be rich to-morrow ? 
But Tueſday ſee, the joyful day is come; 
Now to his patron.——* But he's not at home. 
© Alas! But then to-morrow morn will do, 
© And PI] be early. Gentlemen, adieu.“ 
Next day at fix before the gate appears 
The wretch divided by his hopes and fears. 
The haughty ſervants meet him with a frown. 
I'd ſee his honour. * But he's not come down; 
© Your ſervant, Sir——PII ſtay then in the hall. 
© But he is ſick and can't be ſpoke withal. 
I'll wait with patience till another day, 
And ſor his honour and his health ſhall pray.“ 
K 2 
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At laſt the knight (his fate had order'd ſo) 

Was ſeiz'd and boarded by the lurking foe; 
And wiſely thinking *twas in vain to fly, 
Smooth'd up his face, and with a leering eye 
Began. * Oh Mr. what-d'ye-call, is't you? 

© I'm glad to ſee you: Yet I'm ſorry too, 

Sure ſuch ill ſtars preſided o'er your fate, 

© I cou'd have ſerv'd you, but you're come too late.“ 

NJ ſure, there is whoſe honeſt ſoul was made 
Too grand a being for the ſoothing trade; 
W hoſe wit can neitker flatter nor offend, 

A gay companion, yet a conſtant friend; 
Willing to pleaſe where honeſty may winz 
Averſe to ſlander, tho' it were no fin. 

With native manners as with ſenſe endu'd; 
Not ſoft as Cynthio, nor as Damon rude; 

Not baſely humble, yet a foe to pride: 
Whoſe tongue ne'er promis'd what his heart deny'd. 
Whoſe ſatire charms, nor mirth offends the ear; 
Tho? wiſe not froward, juſt but not ſevere; 

Not ſway'd by int'reſt, nor in paſſion hurl'd, 

But walks a calm ſpeQator through the world: 
Whoſe breaſt (where no unmanly vapours grow) 
Can feel compaſſion for another's woe 

Where courage, mercy, juſtice, candour lie, 
And ſhine celeſtial in the ſpeaking eye. 

Tris man is great, whate'er be his degree; 

O bleſs him, heav'n, if ſuch a one there be: 
May life's beſt comforts on his days attend, 

Bleſt in himſelf, and happy in his friend: 

Far from his gate fly poverty and woe; 

Let not a ſigh his quiet manſion know: : 
But the fair dome each roving. eye allure, 
With peace and plenty ſmiling. at; the door: 
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Let him ſoft days and happy ev'nings find, 
And live {till bleſt, and bleſſing all mankind. 


SNN OXOXOEEXOXGNS 
The Temple of Love. A Dream. 


HEN lonely night compos'd the drowſy 
mind, 

And huſh'd the bofom of the weary kind, 

Pleas'd with plain nature and with ſimple life, 
I read the ſcenes of ſhore's deluded wife, 
Till my faint ſpirits ſought the ſilent bed, 
And on its pillow dropp'd my aking head; 
Then Fancy, ever to her Mira kind, 

Prepar'd her phantoms for the roving mind. 

BEHOLD a fabric rifing from the ground, 
To the ſoft timbrel and the cittern's ſound : 
Corinthian pillars the vaſt building hold, 
Of poliſh'd ſilver and Peruvian gold; 
In four broad arches ſpread the ſhining doors, 
The blazing roofs. enlighten all the floors: 
Beneath a ſparkling canopy that ſhone 
With Perſian jewels, like a morning ſun 
Wrapp'd in a robe of pureſt Tyrian dye, 
Cythera's image met the raviſh'd eye, 
Whoſe glowing features would in paint beguile: 
So well the artiſt drew her mimic ſmile; 
Her ſhining eyes confeſt a ſprightly joy; 
Upon her knees reclin'd her wanton boy; 
On the bright walls around her and above, 
Were drawn. the ſtatutes and the arts of love: 
Theſe taught the filent language of the eye,, 
The broken whiſper and amuſing lie; 
iS 20 


222 COLLECTION Or 


The careleſs glance peculiar to the fair, 
And vows of lovers that diſſolve in air; 
The graceful anger, and the rolling eyes; 
The practis'd-bluſh, and counterfeit ſurpriſe, 
The language proper for pretending ſwains 
And fine deſcription for imagin'd pains; 
The friendly caution, and deſigning eaſe, 
And all the arts that ruin while they pleaſe. 
Now enter'd, follow'd by a ſplendid train, 
A blooming damſel and a wealthy ſwain; 
The gaudy youth in ſhining robes array d, 
Behind him follow'd the unthinking maid : 
Youth in her cheek like op'ning roſes ſprung, 
Her careleſs treſſes on her ſhoulders hung. 
Her ſmiles were cheerful as enliv'ning May; 
Her dreſs was careleſs, and her eyes were gay; 
Then to ſoft voices and melodious ſound | 
The board was ſpread, the ſparkling glaſſes crown'd: 
The ſpxightly virgin in a moment ſhines 
In the gay product of the eaſtern mines; 
Then Pride comes in with patches for the fair, 
And ſpicy odours for her curling hair: 
Rude Riot in a crimſon veſt array'd, 
With ſmooth-fac'd Flatt'ry like a chamber-maid; 
Soft Pomp and Pleaſure at her elbow ſtand, 
And Folly ſhakes the rattles in her hand. 
Bv T now her feeble ſtructure ſeem'd to ſhake, 
Its baſis trembled and its pillars quake; 
Then ruſh'd Suſpicion through the lofty gate, 
With heart-fick Loathing led by ghaſtly Hate; 
And foaming Rage, to cloſe the horrid band, 
With a drawn poniard in her ſhaking hand. 
Now like an earthquake ſhook the reeling frame, 
The lamps extinguiſh in a purple flame: 
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One univerſal groan was heard, and then 
The cries of women and the voice of men: 
Some roar out vengeance, ſome for mercy call; 
And ſhrieks and tumult fill the dreadful hall. 
Ar length the ſpectres vaniſh'd from my fight, 
Again the lamps reſum'd a feeble light; 
But chang'd the place: no ſplendour there was ſhown, 
But gloomy walls that mirth had never known 
For the gay dome where Pleaſure us'd to dwell, 
Appear'd an abbey and a doleful cell; 
And here the ſad, the ruin'd nymph was found, 
Her robe diſorder'd and her locks unbound, 
While from her eyes the pearly drops of woe, 
Waſh'd her pale cheek where roſes us'd to blow: 
Her blue and trembling lips prepar'd to breathe 
The ſighs that made her ſwelling boſom heave; 
Thus ſtupid with her grief ſhe ſat and preſt 
Her lily hands acroſs her penſive breaſt; 
A group of ghaſtly phantoms ſtood behind, 
Whoſe taſk it is to rack the guilty mind: 
Wide-mouth'd Reproach with viſage rude and thin, 
And hiſſing Scandal made a hideous din; 
Remorſe that darted from her deadly wings, 
Invenom'd arrows and a thouſand ſtings: 
Then with pale cheeks and with a ghaſtly ſtare, 
Peep'd o' er her ſnoulder hollow- ey d Deſpair; 
Whoſe hand extended bore a bleeding heart, 
And Death behind her ſhook his threat ning dart: 
Theſe forms with horror fill'd my aking breaſt, 
And from my eye-lids drove the balm of reſt: 
I woke and found old Night her courſe had run, 
And left her empire to the riſing ſun. 
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A Country-Life. 


OW facred and' how innocent 
A Country-life appears, 
How free from tumult, diſcontent, 
From flattery and fears! 


This was the firſt and happieſt life, 
When man enjoy'd himſelf; 

Till pride exchanged peace for ſtrife, 
And happineſs for pelf. - 


"Twas here the poets were inſpir'd, 
Here taught the multitude; 

The brave they here with honour fir'd, 
And civiliz'd the rude. 


That golden age did entertain 
No paſſion but of love; 

The thoughts of ruling and of gain 
Did ne'er their fancies move. 


None then did envy 1 wealth, 

Nor plot to wrong his bed: 

Happy in friendſhip and in health, 
On roots, not beaſts, they fed. 


They knew no law nor phyſic then, 
Nature was all their wit: 

And if there yet remain to men 
Content, ſure this is it. 
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What bleſſings doth this world afford | 
. To tempt or bribe deſire? 
Her courtſhip is all fire and ſword, 
Who would not then retire ? 


Then welcome, deareſt ſolitude, 
My great felicity, 
Though ſome are pleas'd to call thee rude, 
Thou art not ſo, but we.. My 


Them that do covet only reſt, 
A. cottage will ſuffice: 

It is not brave to be poſſeſt 
Of earth, but to deſpiſe.. 


Opinion is the rate of things, 
From hence our peace doth flow; 
I have a better fate than kings, 
Becauſe I think it ſo. 


When all the ſtormy world doth roar: 
How- unconcern'd am 1? 
I cannot fear to tumble lower 


Who never could be high. 


Secure in theſe unenvy'd walls- 
I think not on the ſtate, 

And pity no man's caſe that falls: 
From his ambition's height. 


Silence and innocence are ſafe; 
A heart that's nobly tiue 

At all theſe little arts can laugh 
That do the world ſubdue. 
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While others revel it in ſtate, 
Here Þ'll contented fit, 

And think I have as good a fate 
As wealth and pomp admit. 


Let ſome in courtſhip take delight, 
And to th' Exchange reſort; 
Then revel out a winter's night, 


Not making love, but ſport. 


Theſe never know a noble flame, 
"Tis luſt, ſcorn, or deſign: 
While vanity plays all her game, 
Let peace and honour mine. 


When the inviting fpring appears, 
To Hide-Park let them go, 

And haſting thence be full of fears 
To boſe Spring-Garden ſhow. - 


Let others (nobler) ſeek to gain 
In knowledge happy fate, 

And others buſy them in vain 
To ſtudy ways of ſtate. | 


But I, reſolved from within, 
Confirmed from without, 

In privacy intend to ſpin 
My future minutes out. 


And from this hermitage of mine 

I baniſh all wild toys, 

And nothing that is not divine 
Shall dare to tempt my joys. 
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There are below but two things good, 
Friendſhip and Honeſty, wn 

And only thoſe of all I would 
_ Aſk for felicity. 


In this retir'd and humble ſeat, 
Free both from war and ſtrife, 

] am not forc'd to make retreat, 
But chule to ſpend my life. 
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Sachuriſſa and Chloe compared; or Virtue preferabl: 


to Beauty, 


AY Chloe's charms attract the eye, 
And hurry on the ſoul to love; 
Scarce is ſhe ſeen when ſtreight we dic, 
Or *midſt a thouſand fancies rove. 
But Sachariſſa's comely form, 


Join'd with the beſt accompliſh'd mind, 


By gently ſteps our hearts doth warm, 

And ſoftly forces to be kind. 
Chloe, as Phoebus in his noon, 

Shines with a ray ſeverely bright: 
For if we gaze we are undone, 

Nor mortal can endure the fight. 
But as the party-colour'd bow, 

Which riſing beauties ſtill improve, 
Fair Sachariſſa's virtues ſhow, 

'The more we gaze, the more we love. 
Deſtructive time will ſoon deface 

Theſe features which are Chloe's boaſt, 
But Sachariſſa's wit and grace 0 

Can by no ſorce of time be loſt. 
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'Tho' years may change, and time decay 
The Sun himſelf grow dim with ages” 
But Sachariſla, ever gay, 
Triumphs above their feeble rage. 
For when this mortal frame ſhall fail, 
Her heavenly ſoul will upwards move; 
Then too VII bid this earth farewell, 
And in Elyſium meet my love. 
There, midſt life's fair and blooming ſhade, - 
Our virtuous flame we'll oft repeat, 
Or o'er a cloudy ſopha laid, 
Review this earth, our ancient ſeat. 
In each new ſcene, as oft below, 
We'll view the great Creator's ſkill, 
While heav'nly trumpets round us blow,, 
And all the place with praiſes fill. 


a,. Ref SIN DN Vet NED 
The Hymn of Cleanthes. 


Under various ſacred names ador'd! 
Divinity ſupreme! all-potent Lok»: 

Author of Nature! whoſe unbounded ſway 
And legiſlative pow'r all things obey! | 
Majeſtic Jove! all hail! to Thee belong 
The ſuppliant pray'r, and tributary ſong : 
To Thee from all thy mortal offspring due; 
From Thee we came, from Thee our being drew; 
Whatever lives and moves, great Sire! is thine, 
Embodied portions of the ſoul divine. 
Therefore to Thee will I attune my ſtring, 
And of thy wondrous pow'r for ever ing. 
The wheeling orbs, the wandring fires above, 
'Faat round this earthly ſphere inceſſant move, 
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Through all this boundleſs world admit thy ſway, 
And roll ſpontaneous where thou point'lt the way. 
Such is the awe impreſt on nature round 
When through the void thy dreadful thunders ſound, 
_ Thoſe flaming agents of thy matchleſs pow'r: 
Aſtoniſh'd worlds hear, tremble, and adore.. 
Thus paramount to all, by all obey'd, 
Ruling that reaſon which through all convey'd 
Informs this gen'ral maſs, Thou reign'ſt ador'd, 
Supreme, unbounded, univerſal Lord. | 
For nor in earth, nor earth-encircling floods, 
Nor yon æthereal pole, the ſeat of Gods, 
Is ought perform'd without thy aid divine; 
Strength, wiſdom, virtue, mighty Jove, are thine! 
Vice is the act of man, by paſſion toſt, 
And in the ſhoreleſs ſea of folly loſt. 
But Thou, what vice diſorders, canſt compoſe, 
And profit by the malice of thy foes; 
90 blending good with evil, fair with foul, 
As thence to model one harmonious whole, 
One univerſal law of truth and right: 
But wretched mortals ſhun the heav'nly light; 
And, tho' to bliſs directing ſtill their choice, 
Hear not, or heed not reaſon's ſacred voice, 
That common guide ordain'd to point the road 
That leads obedient man to ſolid good. | 
Thence quitting virtue's lovely paths they rove, 
As various objects various paſhons move. 
Some, thro? oppoſing crowds and threatning war, 
Seek pow'r's bright throne, and fame's triumphal ear. 
Some, bent on wealth, purſue with endleſs pain 
Oppreſſive, ſordid, and diſhoneſt gain: 
While others, to ſoft indolence reſign'd, 
Drown in corporeal ſweets th' immortal mind. 
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But, O great Father, thunder-ruling God! 

Who in thick darkneſs makiſt thy dread: win 
Thou, from whoſe bounty all good gifts deſcend,” 
Do Thou from ignorance: mankind defend! 

The clouds of vice and folly, O controul; 

And ſhed the beams of wiſdom on the ſoul! 
Thoſe radiant beams, by whoſe all-piercing flame 
Thy juftice rules this univerſal frame. 

'That honour'd with a portion of thy light 

We may eſſay thy goodneſs to requite 

With honorary ſongs, and grateful lays, 

And hymn thy glorious works with ceaſcleſs Journ, 
The proper talk of man: and ſure to ſing 

Of nature's laws, and nature's mighty King 

Is bliſs ſupreme. Let Gods with mortals join! 
The ſubject may tranſport a breaſt divine. 


G σ 0-0 
The ge Man. 


EH OLD yon new-born infant, grievd 
With hunger, thirſt, and pain: 
That aſks to have the wants reliey'd, 
It knows not to explain, 


Aloud the ſpeechleſs ſuppliant cries, 
And utters, as it can, | 

The woes that in its boſom rife, 
And ſpeak its nature Man. 


That infant, whoſe advancing hour 
Life's various ſorrows try, 

(Sad proof of fin's tranſmiſhve pow'r) 
That infant, Lord, am I. 
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A childhood yet my thoughts confeſs, 
Though ng in years. mature; 
Unknowing w whence I feel diſtreſs, 
And * or whats its cure. 


Author of good to Thee I turn; 
Thy ever -wakeful eye | 
Alone can all my wants diſcern, 

Thy hand alone ſupply: 


O let thy fear within me dwell, 
Thy love my footſteps guide; 
That love ſhall vainer loves expell, 

That fear all fears beſide. 


And O, by error's force ſubdu'd 
Since oft my ſtubborn will 

Prepoſt'rous, ſhuns the latent good, 
And graſps the ſpecies ill; 


Not to my with, but to my want, 


Do thou thy gifts apply: 
Unaſk'd, what good thou knoweſt, grants 
What ill, though aſk d, deny. 
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Retirement. 


HO OK from the Evening's fragrant winge. 
When dews impearl the grove, 
And round the liſtening valley rings 
The languid voice of Love; 


Laid on a daiſy-ſprinkled green, 
Beſide a plaintive ſtream, 

A meek-ey'd youth of ſerious mien 
Indulg'd this ſolemn theme. 


© Ye cliffs, in ſavage grandeur pil'd 
© High o'er the darkening dale! 
© Ye groves! along whoſe windings wild 


© Soft ſteals the murmuring gale; 


Where oft lone Melancholy ſtrays, 

© By wilder'd Fancy led, 
© What time the wan moon's yellow rays: 
Stream through the checquer'd ſhade :: 


To you, ye waſtes, whoſe artleſs charms. 
© Neer drew Ambition's eye, 

* Scap'd the tumultuous world's alarms, 
To your retreats. I fly.. 


© Deep in your moſt ſequeſter'd | bower 
© Let me at laſt recline, 

Where Solitude, meek modeſt power, 
* Leans on her ivy ſhrine. 
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How ſhall I woo thee, matchleſs fair! 
Thy envy'd ſmile how winn 
_ © Thy ſmile that ſmooths the brow of Care, 
© And ſtills each ſtorm within! 


O wilt thou to thy favourite grove 
© Thine ardent votary bring, 

© And bleſs his hours, and bid them move 
« Serene on ſilent wing. 


© There while to thee glad Nature pours 
© Her gently-warbling ſong, 

And Zephyr, from the waſte of flowers, 
« Wafts ſweet perfumes along; 


© Let no rude ſound invade from far, 
No vagrant foot be nigh, 

No ray from Grandeur's gilded car 
« Flaſh on thy ſtartled eye. 


For me, no more the path invites 
Ambition loves to tread ; 

No more I climb life's panting heights, 
© By guileful Hope miſled; 


Leaps my fond fluttering heart no more 
© To Joy's enlivening lays 

© Soon are the glittering moments o'er, 
Soon each gay form decays.? 
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Ougefe3oSefuge3egaguge3u$n$nſy 
Edwin and Emma. | 


AR! in the windings of a vale, 
| Faſt by a ſheltring wood, 
The ſafe retreat of wealth and peace, 
An humble cottage ſtood. 
There brauteous Emma flouriſh'd fair, 
Beneath a mother's eye; 
Whoſe only wiſh on earth was now 
To ſee her bleſt, and die. 
The ſofteſt bluſh that Nature ſpreads 
Gave colour to her cheek; 
Such orient colours ſmile through heaven, 
When vernal mornings break. 
Nor let the pride of great ones ſcorn 
This charmer of the plains: 
That ſun, who bids their diamond * 
To paint our lily deigns. 
Long had ſhe fill'd each youth with love, 
Each maiden with deſpair; 
And though by all a wonder own'd, 
Yet knew not ſhe was fair. 
Till Edwin came, the pride of ſwains, 
A ſoul devoid ef art; 
And from whoſe eye, ſerenely mild, 
Shone forth the feeling heart, 
A mutual flame was quickly caught: 
Was quickly too reveal'd: 
For neither boſom lodg'd a wiſh, + gait) 
That virtue keeps conceal c. Pa 
What happy hours of home · felt blies 
Did love on both beſtow 
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But bliſs too mighty long to laſt, 
Where fortune proves a foe. 
His ſiſter, who, like envy form'd, 
Like her in miſchief joy'd, 
To work them harm, with wicked ſkill, 
Each darker art employ'd. 
The father too, a ſordid man, 
Who love nor pity knew, 
Was all- unfeeling as the clod 
From whence his riches grew. 
Long had he ſeen their ſecret flame; 
And ſeen it long unmov'd: 
Then with a father's frown at laſt 
Had ſternly diſapprov'd. 
In Edwin's gentle heart, a war 
Of diff ring paſhons ſtrove: - , 
His heart, that durſt not diſobey, 
Yet could not ceaſe to love. 
Deny'd her fight, he oft behind 
The ſpreading hawthorn crept, 
To ſnatch a glance, to mark the ſpot 
Where Emma walk'd and wept. 
Oft too on Stanemore's wintry waſte, 
Beneath the moonlight-ſhade, 
In ſighs to pour his ſoften'd ſoul, 
The midnight-mourner ſtray'd. 
His cheek, where health with beauty glow'd, 
A deadly pale o'ercaft : 
So fades the freſh roſe in its prime, 
Before the northern blaſt. 
The parents now, with late remorſe, 
Hung o'er his dying bed; 4 
And weary'd heav'n with fruitleſs yows, 
And fruitlets' forrow ſhed, : 
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"Tis paſt ! he cry'd—but if your ſouls 
Sweet mercy yet can move, 
Let theſe dim eyes once more behold, 
What they muſt ever love! 
She came; his cold hand foftly touch'd, 
And bath'd with many a tear: 
Faſt-falling o'er the primroſe pale, 
So morning dews appear. 
But oh! his ſiſter's jealous care, 
A cruel fiſter ſhe! 
Forbade what Emma came to ſay; 
&« My Edwin live for me.” 
Now homeward as ſhe hopeleſs wept 
The church-yard path along, 
The blaſt blew cold, the dark owl ſcream'd 
Her lover's fun'ral ſong. 
Amid the falling gloom of night, 
Her ſtartling fancy found _. 
In ev'ry buſh his hov'ring ſhade, 
His groan in ev'ry ſound. 
Alone, appall'd, thus had ſhe paſs'd_ 
The viſionary vale 
When lo! the death-bell ſmote her ear, 
Sad-ſounding in the pale! 
Juſt then ſhe reach'd, with trembling ſtep, 
Her aged mother's door 
He's gone! ſhe cry'd ; and I fhall ſee 
That angel-face no more! 
I feel, I feel this breaking heart 
Beat high againſt my fide 
From her white arm down ſunk her head; 
She ſhiv'ring ſigh'd, and died. 
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Elegy. 


Y mourns my friend! why weeps his 

downcaſt eye? 

That eye where mirth, where fancy us'd to ſhine? 
Thy chearful meads reprove that ſwelling ſigh: 

Spring ne'er enamel'd fairer meads than thine. 
Art thou not lodg'd in fortune's warm embrace? 

Wert thou not form'd by nature's partial care? 
Bleſt in thy ſong, and bleſt in ev'ry grace 

That wins the friend, or that enchants the fair? 
Damon, ſaid he, thy partial praiſe reſtrain; | 

Not Damon's friendſhip can my peace reſtore; 
Alas! his very praiſe awakes my pain, 

And my poor wounded boſom bleeds the more. 
For oh! that nature on my birth had frown'd! 

Or fortune fix'd me to ſome lowly cell ! 
Then had my boſom *ſcap'd this fatal wound, 
Nor had I bid theſe vernal ſweets, farewell. 
But led by Fortune's hand, her darling child, 

My youth her vain, licentious bliſs admir'd 

In Fortune's train the ſyren Flatt'ry ſmiPd, 

And raſhly hallow'd all her queen inſpir'd. 
Of folly ſtudious, ev'n of vices vain, — _ 

Ah vices! gilded by the rich and gay! . 
I chac'd the guileleſs daughters of the plain, 

Nor dropt the chace, till Jeſſy was my prey. 
Poor artleſs-maid! to ſtain thy ſpotleſs name, 
Expence, and art, and toil, united ſtroye; 
To lure a breaſt that felt the pureſt flame, | 

Suſtain'd by virtue, but betray'd by love. 


* 
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School'd in the ſcience of love's mazy wiles, 
Is cloath'd each feature with affected ſcorn; 
I ſpoke of jealous doubts, and fickle ſmiles, 
And, feigning, left het anxious and forlorn. 
Then, while the fancy'd rage alarm'd her care, 
Warm to deny, and zealous to diſprove; 
I bade my words the wonted ſoftneſs wear, 
And ſeiz'd the minute of returning love. 
To thee, my Damon, dare I paint the reſt ? 
Will yet thy lovea candid ear incline? 
Afur'd that virtue, by misfortune preſt, 
Feels not the ſharpneſs of a pang like mine. 
Nine envious moons matur'd her growing ſhame; 
Ere while to flaunt it in the face of day; 
When ſcorn'd of virtue, ftigmatiz'd by fame, 
Low at my feet defponding Jelly lay. 
© Henry, ſhe faid, by thy dear form ſubdu'd, 
See the fad reliques of a nymph undone! 
© I find, I find this riſing ſob renew'd: 
© I ſigh in ſhades, and ficken at the ſun. 
© Amid the dreary gloom of night, I cry, 
© When will the morn's once pleaſing ſcenes re- 
turn? 
© Yet what can morn's returning ray ſupply, 
© But foes that triumph, or but friends that mourn! 
© Alas! no more that joyous morn appears 
© That led the tranquil hours of ſpotleſs fame; 
© For I have ſteepꝰ'd a father's couch in tears, 
© And ting'd a mother's glowing check with 
* ſhame. 
| © The vocal birds that raiſe their matin ſtrain, 
The ſportive lambs, increafe my penfive moan; 
© All ſeem to chaſe me from the chearful plain, 
* And talk.of truth and innocence-alone. 
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© If through the garden's flow'ry tribes I ſtray, 
© Where bloom the jaſmines that could onceallure, 
© Hope not to find delight in us, they ſay, 
For we are ſpotleſs, Jeily; we are pure. 
© Ye flow'rs!. that well reproach a nymph ſo frail, 
Say, could ye with my virgin fame compare? 
The brighteſt bud that ſcents the vernal gale 
Was not ſo fragrant, and was not ſo fair. 
© Now the grave old alarm the gentler young; 
And all my fame's abhorr'd contagion flee; 
* Trembles each lip, and faulters every tongue, 
© That bids the morn propitious ſmile on me. 
Thus, for your fake, I ſhun each human eye; 
© I bid the ſweets of blooming youth adieu; 
To die J languiſh, but I dread to die, 
* Left my fad fate ſhould nouriſh pangs for you. 
© Raiſe me from earth; the pains of want remove, 
And let me ſilent feek ſome friendly ſhore; 
© There only, baniſh'd from the form I love, 
* My weeping virtue ſhall relapſe no more. 
© Be but my friend; I aſk no dearer name; 
© Be ſuch the meed of ſome more artful fair; 
Nor could it heal my peace, or chafe my ſhame, 
That pity gave, what love refus'd to ſhare. 
Force not my tongue to aſk its ſcanty bread; 
© Nor hurl thy Jeſſy to the vulgar crew; 
Not ſuch the parent's board at which I fed! 
© Not ſuch the precept from his lips I drew! 
< Haply, when age has filver'd o'er my hair, 
Malice may learn to ſcorn ſo mean a ſpoil; 
© Envy may ſlight a face no longer fair; 
And pity, welcome, to my native foil.” 
She ſpoke;—nor was I born of ſavage race; 
Nor could theſe hands a niggard boon aſſign; 
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Grateful, ſhe claſp'd me in a laſt embrace, 


I faw her foot the lofty bark aſcend; 
I faw her breaſt with ev'ry paſſion heave; 
I left her—torn from every earthly friend 


Brief let me be; the fatal ſtorm aroſe; 
The billows rag'd, the pilot's art was vain ; 
O'er the tall maſt the circling ſurges cloſe; 
My Jefſy—floats upon the wat'ry plain! 
And—ſee my youth's impetuous fires decay; 
Seek not to ſtop reflection's bitter tear; 
But warn the frolic, and inſtruct the gay, 
From Jeſſy, floating on her wat'ry bier! 


PT: E END 


And vow'd to waſte her life in pray'rs for mine. 


Oh! my hard boſom, which could bear to leave! 
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